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—That was the 169th possibility. 


“You're late, little brother.” 
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Destiny whispers to the warrior, 
“You can’t fight against the storm.” 
The warrior whispers back, 
“Tam the storm.” 


—Cao Zhi, Ode to the Nymph of the Luo River 


Prologue 


The forest at night hides a certain wickedness. 


There hasn’t been a time in any country during any era where the forest at night wasn’t 
evil. 


However, how that evil took shape varied. It could appear as the darkness swallowing 
up your feet, or it could appear as a labyrinth that made you lose sight of how to get 
home. Sometimes, it could be a starving beast that bore it’s drool covered fangs. 


At that time, the evil of the forest was “light”. 


A light with an orange hue. An ominously glowing light that twisted and turned, 
dancing to music only it could hear. 


Light. 

A hole in the night that could do nothing but keep all living creatures frozen in fear. 
That light was a forest fire. 

The trees burned with a dry scream. Unlike humans, the flames didn’t have 
preferences. They consumed any and everything without complaint, and the fatter they 


got, the more evil flowed out. 


Come morning, the forest would be just a boring collection of black charcoal. That was 
how a forest died. It would come back to life, but only after a hundred years. 


The criminal that fatally pierced that forest laid in the center of the flames. 
It was the debris of a passenger plane. 
The engine’s rotary wings were still spinning, implying it had just crashed. The two 


wings had broken from the fuselage, vertically piercing the ground. It was almost like a 
gravestone. 


The villagers of the surrounding area had gathered in an attempt to put out the fire 
and save lives. But soon, the villagers’ faces were filled with despair. In a crash like this, 
there was no way there were survivors. 

The separated fuselage was scorching hot, and the metal seemed to scream with a 
high-pitched sound. It seemed like the flames had reached the inside of the aircraft. If, 
hypothetically, you were to walk into the aircraft, your shoes would probably melt to 
the floor. 

With feelings of hopelessness, the villagers began to check the wreckage. 

A boy approached a piece of the debris. 

He had come from one of the nearby villages. 

He held a hatchet meant for felling. To help stop the spread of the fire, the boy thought 
to bring it to cut down any trees. Though really, he was just imitating the adults. His 
tiny, little axe didn’t look like it could cut down even his grandfather’s bonsai tree. 

But even so, the boy approached the debris. There might be survivors. If he saved 
somebody, then the adults would give him lots of praise. The boy imagined himself as a 
young hero, and his heart began to throb. 

That ambition proved fatal. 


One of the iron doors that had barely been hanging onto the debris came off with a 
clunking sound and fell towards the boy. 


There was no one close enough to save him. 


The iron door was sturdy and heavy, meant to withstand atmospheric pressures at 
high altitudes. Someone let out a scream. 


The iron door mashed the boy’s head like a snack— 
Well, not quite. 
A hand grabbed the iron door and stopped it. 


It wasn’t any of the villagers hands. The hand came from inside the passenger plane’s 
iron door as something stepped out. 


“Have I finally arrived?” 


Said the hand’s owner in a calm voice. 


What appeared from the passenger plane was a tall man wearing a blue suit. He was 
European, but his exact age was unclear—probably in his twenties to thirties. His eyes 
were cold despite the flames, and even though the destruction of the passenger plane 
left quite a scene, he didn’t have a single wound on his body. 


“The landing was a bit rough, but everything is important to experience—Now, are you 
alright?” The young man in the blue suit turned towards the boy under the iron door. 
“Don’t worry about paying me back. It’s my duty to save and protect human lives. But 
still, I’m injured in such a place... This door is like a standard—once fallen, it never 
returns.” 

“Huh... eh...?” 

The boy's eyes held both guilt and innocence. 


Meanwhile, the young man in the blue suit jumped to the ground, getting a good look 
at his surroundings. 


“What? This wasn’t in the external storage’s database. Is Japan’s airport really so 
densely populated with trees and shrubs? Even if this is a country where 67% of its 
territory is forests, isn’t this an illogical place to build an airport? If you don’t even 
have a road, you'll have to walk to your destination. Honestly, I have no clue what 
humans are thinking.” 

The young man shook his head with a somber face 

“Uh... um, you...” 

The boy asked in a timid voice. 


“You... um, who in the world are you?” 


“Oh, my bad. In human society, it’s bad manners to neglect to introduce oneself.” As 
the young man said that, he took a black badge from his suit pocket. 


The boy couldn’t read the silver string of letters drawn in the center of it. 
“This machine is a detective for Europole, and is used for business purposes. Model 


number 98F7819-5. I’m the first humanoid, autonomous high-speed computer in the 
world’s police agencies, manufactured by the gifted engineer Dr. Wollstonecraft. 


Codename Adam. Adam Frankenstein. It was nice meeting you. I have a mission to 
attend to, so I’ll be taking my leave.” 


The young man bowed and started to leave, but said, “Oh, that’s right,” and turned his 
head back around to the villagers. 


“You wouldn’t happen to know anyone named Nakahara Chuuya, would you?” 


[CODE; 01] A program of at most 2,383 lines that some researchers had come up 
with 


Nakahara Chuuya does not dream. 

His awakening was similar to muddy bubbles rising to the surface. 

Chuuya opened his eyes to find himself in his room. 

Everything in his room seemed dreary, from the walls to the ceiling to the floors. They 
were concealed in a blueish darkness, and there were very little furnishings in his 
room. Sheets covered his bed, and he had a meager amount of bookshelves. There was 
a rather small safe embedded into his wall. In the center of his desk, a book about 


jewels was casually opened. That was it. 


The murky morning light that shone through the curtains seemed to cut his dreary 
room in half. 


Chuuya sat up. He was sweating a little around his chest, a reminder of some sort of 
violent emotion that had swirled around inside of him like a whirlpool in the sea. But 
what that emotion was, he couldn’t remember. 


That always seemed to be the case, these days. 


He finally gave up, got out of bed, then took a shower. While the boiling water poured 
over his head, Chuuya thought about himself and his situation. 


Nakahara Chuuya. Sixteen years old. 
He was a boy who joined the Port Mafia a year ago and was given this room as 
recognition by the organization for his achievements, which he got at a historically fast 


rate. 


But, neither money nor status brought any joy to Chuuya. Something much more 
important to him was still missing. 


His past. 
Chuuya had no idea who he was. 


His memories began eight years ago when he was abducted from a research facility. 
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There was nothing about his life before then, only a never-ending darkness that was 
deeper and darker than any night could ever be. 


He dried his body off and changed into a new pair of clothes. When he touched a part 
of the wall, it opened up soundlessly and revealed a closet. All the clothes were 
high-quality and didn’t have a single wrinkle. He chose a suit that he saw fit and put 
his arms through the sleeves. 


He put emerald cuffs on the ends of his sleeves and looked in the mirror. With a little 
click of his tongue, Chuuya left the room. 


When he left the house, a courtesy car appeared as if they had timed it. The luxurious 
black car was driven by a mafioso wearing the Port Mafia’s signature black clothing 


and dark sunglasses. 


He stopped the car right next to Chuuya. Without a word, he climbed into the back seat 
and shut the door. 


“Take me to the usual shop.” 

Chuuya said only those words to the chauffeur before he sat down, closing his eyes. 
The luxurious car drove smoothly through the main roads of the city. 

All the roads and intersections were packed full with cars. However, the car carrying 
Chuuya would smoothly slip past motorcades, go alongside roads, and pass through 
any traffic jams. It was as if they were using magic to completely avoid interacting with 
any of the other cars. 

“Where’s yesterday’s transaction records?” 

“Right here, sir.” 

Chuuya looked over the documents the chauffeur handed him. The document was 
made with a special type of ink so it couldn’t be copied. All of the contents were 


encrypted so it couldn’t be used as evidence, should they be caught by the police. 


“Hmph, everything's going well this week, too?” Chuuya said offhandedly. “How 
boring.” 


Chuuya’s job at the Port Mafia dealt with monitoring the circulation of smuggled 
jewels. 
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Gems—they were one of the highest selling materials per unit. 


Amethysts. Rubies. Jades. And diamonds. After being put under a bit of pressure, the 
mere element turned into a demonic stone with a demonic power once in the hands of 
people. 


That demon was condensed into a smuggled gem. It’s existence was like a shadow born 
from the dazzling brilliance of the jewel. So long as there were gems, smuggled gems 
would always exist in the shadows. 


There were countless places in the world where those shadows were born. 


A broke miner could nervously steal from a gemstone mine. Or, a robber could smash 
open a jewelry store’s showcase and take the gems. Or, pirates could sink a merchant 
ship transporting some gems. Or, a mugger could snatch them from a celebrity’s neck. 
In mining areas controlled by anti-government organizations, you could be paid by 
weapons and drugs for— 


Gems born in the “darkness” could not enter the world of light as they were. This was 
where illegal organizations like the Port Mafia came into play. 


They shed light on the dark jewels that wound up in the Yokohama ports. The 
smugglers would bring them to concessions in Yokohama, a pawn shop would buy 
them, then a skilled manufacturer would cut off any previous ties so their origins were 
unknown. They’d turn the necklace into a bracelet, the bracelet into an earring, and 
the earring into a ring to give this gem a second chance at life. These new gems were 
then formally appraised by a charismatic mafia appraiser, brought back into 
circulation by distributors, and sold at the front of top-notch jewelry stores. 


For the mafia, the gem smuggling industry was one of their most important sources of 
income. 


As for why, smuggled gems—which slid past any major pushbacks from 
Customs—always brought in an enormous amount of profit. 


But with any demonic good like the gem, blood and violence ensued. In order to bring 
it under control and establish a stable circulation of the product, it was essential they 


fought violence with violence and nipped any radicals in the bud. 


So far, Chuuya has done his job perfectly. Almost too perfectly. 
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Many of the older members were surprised. They didn’t think some 16-year old brat 
could handle the black market for gems as well as he did. 


However, there were a handful of people who weren’t surprised at all. They were the 
ones who had fought against the “Sheep”, an organization Chuuya once headed. He 
used to be the king of their organization that continued to inflict suffering on the mafia 
to this very day. Was it really so strange that he could completely control one or two 


gem markets? 


But surprise, praise, and even jealousy meant nothing to Chuuya. What he wanted was 
something they could never give. 


Chuuya tossed the document to the side like he was throwing a pebble. 


“At this rate, I don’t know how many years it’s gonna take.” He said in a small, prickly 
voice. 


The diver pretended not to hear. 


The luxury car carrying Chuuya turned towards a residential district, all according to 
plan. 


It was deathly silent aside from the caws of a greenfinch flying low in the sky. The 
sounds of trains and the hustle and bustle of commuters couldn’t be heard there. The 
car quietly drove along until it came to stop in front of a store. 

The store was an old brick billiards bar. The name “Old World” was written in pale 
letters on it’s signboard. The neon tubes that made up the letters weren't lit up since 


there was still time before the store opened up. 


Chuuya got out of the car. The car left quietly so as to not disturb the quiet tranquility 
that held the area. 


Chuuya opened the bar’s door. 
Immediately, five guns greeted him. 
“The bar’s still in preparation.” 


Aman said, readily holding his gun. The muzzle of his gun was pressed up against 
Chuuya’s head. 


“If you’re fine with becoming a corpse, you’re more than welcome to come in.” 
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Another man said. He put his sawed-off shotgun against Chuuya’s chest. 

“Wasn't it a bit careless to come without a guard, Mr. King of the Jewels?” 

Yet another man said. His pistol was pressed against Chuuya’s side. 

“Even you can’t protect yourself from an attack when you’re surrounded like this.” 


Another man said. He placed a small pistol about the size of his palm against Chuuya’s 
neck. 


“Now, what'll you do, Mr. Invincible Gravity Wielder? If you hurry up and beg for 
mercy, I’ll make sure to kill you comfortably.” 


The last man, who stood in front of Chuuya, said. He aimed his long-barreled pistol in 
between Chuuya’s eyebrows. 


He was in a deadlock. If one person opened fire, the rest would follow suit. If he tried 
to back up, the person in front of him would shoot. If he tried to walk forward, the 


person behind him would shoot. 


Chuuya didn’t react. In fact, his expression didn’t even change. The air in the room 
became stiff with tension. 


si babe sae Oa ke aR 9 
A loud “bang!” echoed around the surrounding streets. 
si sae oe OO ike dan 9 
Something that looked like blood fell from the stock-still Chuuya’s head. 
—Variously colored confetti strings, that is. 
“Chuuya! Happy one year anniversary since joining the Port Mafia!” 
The men’s excited voices echoed around the bar. 
Chuuya looked around at all the men with an irritated look. 


“Are you guys stupid...?” 
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White smoke rose from each of the gun’s barrels and vividly colorful paper strings sat 
atop Chuuya’s head as confetti fluttered in the air. 


The men stared at Chuuya, who was covered from head to toe with string, with a grin. 


All of the men gathered there were members of a “benefits society” inside the Port 
Mafia. However, it wasn’t just a group providing mutual aid to each other. These 
members were the most successful candidates to become the next executives and were 
either equal to or better than Chuuya. Not to mention, the group was comprised of 
young members aged 25 or younger. They were the young wolves of the Port Mafia that 
could only be called, “The Young People’s Association” by the organization. 


Chuuya heaved a sigh and, without greeting anyone, walked to the back of the store. 


“What’s wrong, Chuuya? You’re not pleased?” A tall man asked Chuuya's back. 
“Everyone got together just for you.” 


“I don’t celebrate things like first year anniversaries.” Chuuya flatly refused him. “It’s 
not a big enough deal for me to be happy.” 


“Don’t say that! You must be pleased.” The tall man said as he followed Chuuya. “We'll 
make time for souvenirs and presents later. Isn’t it fun acting like a student?” 


Chuuya stopped walking to turn around and glare at him. 


“In other words, you’re the mastermind, ‘Pianoman’. You really have a shitty taste for 
jokes.” 


“Exactly! And I’m still breathing today just to annoy everyone here with this shitty 
joke.” 


The mafioso wearing a black overcoat and a long, white hakama returned Chuuya’s 
cutting remark with a cool smile. Known in the organization as, ‘Pianoman’—his 
clothes were always in black and white. He was tall, had slender fingers, and always 
wore a happy smile on his face. He founded the Young People’s Association and played 
the role of leader. He was also the one who invited Chuuya to join their association. 


Pianoman was more of a craftsman than a mafioso. He was the only person in 
Yokohama who could make Super-bills that looked exactly like the real ones. But, since 
he had a fickle personality, if he wasn’t satisfied with the quality of the counterfeit 
bills, there was no telling how many months things would go undone. Even if it was on 
the boss’s orders. 


15 


By the way, the nickname Pianoman didn’t come from his black and white clothes. 
When he kills his enemies, he uses an electric, carbon steel piano wire gun. Once that 
wire wrapped around their necks, no amount of superhuman strength could undo it 
and within seconds, their heads fell to the floor. All that would be left behind was a 
perfect space between each shoulder, a large amount of blood, and the reverberated 
screams of each victim. 


He was a man who combined whimsical delicacy with brutality. It’s said that among the 
Young People’s Association, he was the closest to becoming an executive. 


As Chuuya walked to the back of the store, another man raised his voice. 


“Hahaha! You should’ve seen the look on your face, Chuuya! At least this time around, I 
wanted to be in on this performance! Nakahara Chuuya, the young star and former 
enemy of the mafia, ‘The King of the Sheep’! It was so worth joining the Young People’s 
Association just to see the troubled look on your face!” 


The young, blonde man gave a hearty laugh while he spun the shotgun. 
Chuuya glared at the blonde-haired man. 


“Hmph, so you Say. If I hadn’t realized this was an act, you would’ve been the first to 
go, Albatross.” 


“Wow. Sorry, but I’m not so weak as to be killed by the likes of you, Chuuya. I’d cut 
your hands off with my knife way before you’d hit me with your prized fists.” 


As he said that, the blade of a Kukri knife soundlessly appeared from the very bottom 
of his jacket. After effortlessly slashing the air with the knife as if it weighed nothing, 
the blade fell out of his hand. 


The knife pierced the floor and the impact caused radial cracks to surround where it 
fell. 


The young man laughed. 


The alias of this man, who always laughed with a joyous look on his face was Albatross. 
He was an easily excitable young man who chatted more than anyone else. His men 
never lost sight of him during conflict, even when he was surrounded by blood, bullets, 
and flying bits of flesh. If you went towards the sound of chatter and laughter, he 
would be there. 
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Albatross was in charge of “everything that moved faster than a strides pace” within 
the mafia. In other words, transportation. That’s where he was in his realm. He made 
arrangements for vehicles to carry the goods and provided boats for transportation 
that stayed off the Coast Guard’s radar. In some cases, he’d even forge license plates. 


He was originally known throughout the organization as Wheelman, since he handled 
everything that had to do with wheels with more speed and accuracy than anyone else. 
Rumor has it that he managed to escape from the vanguard’s best helicopter unit with 
only a worn down fishing boat. No one within the organization doubted that rumor. 
Anyone that made him mad didn’t live longer than three days. Anyone that was 
involved in transportation (i.e., goods and money) were on their knees before him. 
Anyone that hated him would lose all their funding and go broke within the blink of an 
eye. 

“Hey, Chuuya, let’s have a toast! A toast!” 

Albatross followed Chuuya and held out a champagne glass. 


However, Chuuya only glanced at it and continued walking to the back of the store. 


“Oh my. You’re quite pouty today, aren’t you Chuuya?” Albatross moved with 
exaggerated movements to prevent the champagne in the glass from spilling. “You get 
this super pouty attitude once a month—does anything happen around then? Bad 
dreams or something?” 


Bad dreams. 


The minute he heard those words, Chuuya whipped his head around with a fiery look 
on his face. 


“It’s got nothing to do with that!” 

His voice roared throughout the bar, causing the windows to quiver. 

“Ohh, how scary... So what is it, then?” 

Chuuya avoided his gaze, and said in a quieter voice than before, “Maybe it’s because 
every single day, Albatross, I’m constantly hearing your racket at the buttcrack of 


dawn. No matter how often you say you forget, your floor is my ceiling.” 


“No way, Chuuya, how could I forget? I know you’re down there when I’m doing it, 
neighbor!” 


1] 


Chuuya and Albatross lived in the same luxurious apartment complex, though 
Albatross was a floor above him. If you asked Chuuya, it was one of the biggest 
mistakes the Port Mafia had ever made. Sometimes, Albatross would burst into 
Chuuya’s room and say, “Help me with work”, before dragging Chuuya out. Then, he’d 
take him to some ridiculously far battlefield by car, by boat, by helicopter, whatever. 


Thanks to that, Chuuya got better at swimming. Albatross almost never prepared a 
flight home. 


Chuuya ignored Albatross and continued walking to the back of the store. When he 
finally made it to the back of the store and hung his jacket on the coat rack, a man 
holding a champagne glass appeared next to him. 


“Fufu... Happy... One year anniversary, Chuuya-kun.” The man laughed at Chuuya with 
a dark gaze hidden beneath his bangs. “I didn’t expect you to last this long... fufu.” 


The man was insanely thin, with a slender wrist swimming around in the sleeve of his 
dress shirt. What’s more, the hand that wasn’t holding the champagne glass was 
wheeling around an IV pole with liquid medicine attached to it. A tube extended from 
the IV bag and disappeared into his clothes. 


If you had to sum him up in a couple words, they would be, “disgustingly ill”. 


“Doc.” Chuuya took the champagne glass from him and immediately looked at the 
bottom. “...Doesn’t look like there’s any poison in it.” 


“There’s not.” The man called Doc wore a dark smile. “That much poison wouldn’t be 
enough to kill you, anyways.” 


“How can you tell?” 


“Experience.” His eyes glimmered with a dark delight. “I’ve killed lots of people with 
poison.” 


This unhealthy looking man was the mafia’s medical director, Doc. There were plenty 
of unlicensed underground practitioners, but he was different. He was a real doctor 
with a Doctorate in Medical Sciences from North America. People who had a degree in 
medicine were critically needed in the underground. 


Those in illegal organizations had to rely on underground doctors to treat wounds that 
would normally be reported at a regular hospital, like gun-shot or torture wounds. The 
same goes for the Port Mafia. 
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But, there was a big difference between most illegal organizations and the Port Mafia. 
In the Port Mafia, doctors were especially valued and treated favorably because the 
current boss, Mori Ougai, used to be an underground doctor himself. 


And among the Port Mafia’s vast medical team, Doc was the best. 


At this young of age, he’d already saved close to eight hundred lives and deliberately 
taken just as many. 


His goal was to get closer to God. He believed that, “every time a person saves a life, 
they get a bit closer to God”. His ultimate goal was to save two million people, the same 
number of people God killed in accordance with the Bible. In order to realize this, he 
joined the mafia. 


He was patiently waiting for a large-scale conflict where people dropped dead one 
after the other like flies. 


“Man, you really went all out. Even Doc came...” As he said that, Chuuya looked around 
the shop. “Why the hell does a first year anniversary need such a celebration, 
anyways?” 


“Please, allow me to explain.” A young man with a gentle voice stepped forward with 
slow, elegant movements. “It’s because your first year in the mafia is always the 
hardest one.” 


“Huh?” 


The young man smiled. That smile was seductively sweet and his face was bizarrely 
charming. His magical beauty would make women’s knees tremble if he wore men’s 
clothes and smiled at them, then do the same to men if he wore women’s clothes and 
smiled at them. 


“For newcomers in the mafia, the first year is the most dangerous because of the 
deadman’s curve. During that time, most people either run away, are crushed, or cause 
a problem within the organization and disappear. So, this is a celebration for your 
survival.” 


“That’s funny. Did you think I would make a dumb mistake and get killed, ‘Lippmann’?” 
Chuuya glared at him. 


“No, not at all.” The man called Lippmann gave a dubious smile. 
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Out of everyone there, Lippmann’s work was especially unique. His job was to be a 
point of negotiation between the Port Mafia and the world of light. 


In other words, work that appeared in public. 


He struck deals with the mafia’s front companies, met with government officials to 
discuss negotiations, and in some cases, dealt with the media. If the Port Mafia were to 
have a face, it would be him. 


Killing him would be next to impossible. In a sense, it was harder to kill him than it 
was to kill the boss. 


Why?—He was an active movie star with crazed fans all over the world. 


If he were killed or his whereabouts became unknown, media outlets around the world 
would write up a report about it and it would become top news. Of course, that would 
cause a media uproar—the search for a suspect would attract attention all across the 
globe. That was a situation underground organizations wanted to avoid at all costs. 


Along with that, Lippmann himself was a powerful ability user with an ability that 
directly reacted with the attackers murderous intent, so it was impossible to kill him 
quietly without leaving any evidence. 


Once the attacker was named, media outlets would wildly expose their background, 
objective, and ringleader. The privacy of those who ordered the killing would be 
launched high in the sky and never come back down. Their organization would be 
finished. 


His death would be like activating a bomb—a terrifying, untouchable death trap. 


But fame wasn’t the only weapon he wielded. He was a natural born actor. He had 
outstanding skills in speech and bargaining with a beautiful face that people couldn’t 
take their eyes off of. Legal problems that arose were almost always resolved when he 
sat at the negotiation table. 


“But then again, if you were ever driven out of the organization, I wouldn’t mind at all.” 
Lippmann gave a smile soft as a feather. “When that time comes, I’ll invite you to join 


me at my main job. Let’s aim to dominate the world together as actors.” 


“No chance in hell.” Chuuya pulled a bitter face, like he had just swallowed poison. “I'll 
say it again. No. Chance. In. Hell.” 


“I was against this first year anniversary.” 
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A sudden, quiet voice echoed from the back of the bar. 


He didn’t shout, and he didn’t speak with a domineering voice. But even so, everyone 
became quiet and looked towards the voice. 


Aman in modest clothes was standing there. 


“Iceman.” Chuuya spoke in a wary voice. “You're right. Celebration doesn’t match you 
at all.” 


The man’s face held no emotions or expressions whatsoever. 


His presence was different even among the intensely magnificent Young People’s 
Association. He had the tranquility of a dark night, absorbing all sights and sounds of 
his surroundings rather than radiating his own ambition and vigor. 


Iceman was a reticent man with an expressionless face and the second oldest in the 
group after Pianoman. He preferred wearing simple clothes and his job was quite 
mundane as far as mafia jobs went. 


He was a hitman. 


He didn’t use an ability to kill. He didn’t even use a gun. And even though he carried 
around a knife with him, he seldom used it for work. He always finished the job with 
what was available around him. Fountain pens, alcohol bottles, the cord of a lamp... 
Everything that fell into his hands became a weapon more powerful and dangerous 
than a bullet. 


He could also take out his target no matter what the location was, whether in the 
desert, a palace, or the vault of a bank. 


Along with that, Iceman possessed another special skill. He could sense when an ability 
was activated nearby from the sensation of his skin. This wasn’t an ability or a learned 
skill, it was his physical constitution. Because of that, he could discern the ideal place 
and time for a hit in an instant. 


And so, his kill ratio was many times higher than that of combative-type ability users. 
Because he didn’t have an ability, Iceman didn’t concern himself with the Special 
Abilities Department or the military’s Gifted Individuals Countermeasure unit. After 
all, there weren’t any countermeasures they could take. He was simply a man of the 
shadows. 
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The organization said that if Chuuya were to be killed, it would be by Iceman’s hands. 


“I didn’t think you’d come to my party, Iceman. Don’t you hate me?” Chuuya laughed 
provocatively. “You tried to kill me once back when I was in the Sheep. Seems to me 
like your reputation took a pretty hard hit when you failed.” 


“Sure, I was against the party, but it wasn’t because I hate you or hold a grudge against 
you. It’s because I make you unnecessarily angry.” Iceman’s voice didn’t show the 
slightest hint of emotion. “It’s not like anyone here really thought you’d break after a 
year.” 


“What?” 


“We were afraid of an uprising.” Iceman’s voice was sharp, like the sound of a crack in 
a block of ice. “The leader of the Port Mafia’s hostile enemy, ‘The Sheep’ We thought 
you were planning on betraying the boss, taking his head, and waging a war against the 
mafia. To prevent that from happening, Pianoman invited you to join this Young 
People’s Association.” 


Chuuya briefly glanced at Pianoman. He was intently listening to the conversation with 
no expression on his face. He neither confirmed nor denied the revelation. 


Meaning, he confirmed it. 


“..Ahhh. So that’s how it is.” Chuuya glared at all of them. “So everyone here was 
kindly watching over me like some newborn brat. I’m impressed. You gave me a 
pacifier to suck on and rattling toys to stop me from blowing a fuse. Thanks to that, I’m 
now a year old. That’s why you needed a big event.” 


As he said that, he gripped the champagne glass and crushed it. The liquid splattered 
everywhere. 


Iceman didn’t even raise his eyebrows. 


“There was evidence for us to be on our guard.” Iceman continued. “June 18th. 3:18 pm. 
The jewel wholesaler who you lost your temper with was injured for three months. The 
reason was because he asked you, ‘a question’. It was a silly question, but when you 
heard it, you blew him up through three floors of the building.” 


“Did I? I’ve forgotten all about it.” Despite what he said, Chuuya’s gaze was sharp. “Why 
don’t you try asking that question again, just to see. That is, if you’re brave enough.” 
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Iceman was silent. After about 5 seconds of keeping that expressionless face that 
absorbed every other emotion, he spoke. 


“Where were you born’?” 

Chuuya acted swiftly. He grabbed Iceman’s collar and violently pulled him forward. 
The sewing around his collar tore with a sharp sound. 

“What’s with the hand?” Iceman asked emotionlessly, looking down at Chuuya’s hand. 
“That depends on you.” Chuuya didn’t loosen his grip. 

From beside them, Albatross raised his voice with a worried look on his face. “Hey, 
now, let’s all calm down!” He grabbed Chuuya’s arm. “There’s no reason to get mad at a 
question like that, Chuuya. Don’t you think?” 


“You don’t get to decide how I feel. I’ll fucking kill you.” 


Chuuya roughly broke his arm free from Albatross’s grip. Albatross, who was about to 
be blown away, stumbled a few steps back. 


Chuuya was about to take another step forward when he suddenly stopped. 


A billiards cue was pressed up against his temple. It was held horizontally and ready to 
be thrust forward, much like the blade of a sword. 


“Hey... What’s with the stick?” Chuuya remained completely still, his face holding no 
emotion. 


“That depends on you,” said Iceman, who held the cue. 

Chuuya pulled his upper body away from the cue then headbutted it. 

The cue splintered to pieces. 

Countless chips of wood flew throughout the room, though most of it rained down on 
Iceman. The sharp pieces of wood cut into his right temple, and blood dripped down 
into the edge of his eye. But Iceman didn’t even blink. 


“That’s enough.” 


It was the most ruthless voice Chuuya had ever heard. 
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Before Chuuya had time to move, Pianoman appeared behind him. A clear piano wire 
stretched from the sleeve of his raised arm, wrapping itself around Chuuya’s neck. 
Almost like an expensive necklace. 


“Chuuya.” Pianoman said coldly. “‘We don’t use our abilities against each other’. That’s 
rule number 1 of the Young People’s Association. Have you forgotten?” 


The wire around his neck was a piano wire in name only, since a normal one wouldn’t 
get the job done. This wire was the industrial steel type, typically used to hold together 
stacks of iron beams and such. 

Pianoman had created a device that easily shot out this wire from the bottom of his 
sleeve, turning it into the lightest guillotine in the world. Even if Chuuya tried to use 
his gravity to make the wire lighter, it would be too late. His head would be cut off no 
matter what. 

“I know why you're upset.” Pianoman said. “Because as things are, you ll lose to Dazai. 
You won’t be able to become an executive before he does. And if that happens, you 
won’t be able to read those secret documents available only to executives, which was 


why you joined the mafia in the first place. Written in those documents is your true 
identity.” 


Chuuya’s expression changed. 
“Why do you...” 


“And so, if things keep going at this rate, you won’t become an executive for another 
five years.” 


Chuuya furrowed his eyebrows and ground his teeth together in frustration. 

“I didn’t say that...” 

“You didn’t need to.” Pianoman gave a cruel smile. “I heard everything from the boss.” 
“What?!” Chuuya was visibly angry now. 

“It was his orders. Soon after you entered the Young People’s Association, he told us to 
watch over you in case you got your hands on some new information, or you went off 


to investigate on your own.” 


“I was... being watched...?” 
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Pianoman nodded. “It was a necessary precaution. If you found what you needed, 
sooner or later, you’d bare your fangs against the boss. You were originally from an 
enemy organization. Of course, I’ve been told all the reasons why you joined. The truth 
was very surprising.” 


“Stop it.” Chuuya growled in a murderous voice. 


“‘Arahabaki’. The alias of the body for the military’s man-made ability research, 
Prototype Number 258-A. That was you. You suspect that you’re not really a human 
being, and that your personality is just an artificial one. Your reason being—you can’t 
dream.” 


Chuuya’s voice became that of a shadow. 


It all happened within a moment. His right hand moved quickly like a snake as he 
grabbed Pianoman’s arm and smashed the device that shot the piano wires out to 
pieces. Chuuya picked up a sharp piece of the broken cue and pressed it against 
Pianoman’s throat. 


Everything around Chuuya moved quickly. Lippmann grabbed a submachine gun from 
his suit and pushed it up against Chuuya. Albatross’s knife was aimed precisely at 
Chuuya’s neck. Doc took out a syringe and put it up to Chuuya’s temple. Iceman 
grabbed a piece of the broken champagne glass and put it close to Chuuya’s eye. 

Then everyone went still. No one dared to breath or make any sudden movements. 
They were as still as a photo. The only thing that moved was the dust that danced 
around in the morning sunlight. 


Anyone there could have killed someone with a single movement. But no one moved. 


“Do it.” Chuuya said. His voice was tight, like a drawn bow ready to shoot. “Anyone will 
do.” 


“If you insist, we will. But before that, we have one more event planned.” Pianoman 
said with a calm voice. 


“What is it?” 


“I said we’d make time for presents, didn’t I?” As he said that, he took something out of 
his shirt pocket. “This.” 


Chuuya looked at it cautiously—then froze. 
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After he said that, everything seemed to stop. It looked like his breathing, maybe even 
his heart, stopped. 


Chuuya’s grip weakened and the piece of the broken cue he was holding fell. It hit the 
floor with a tapping sound. 


Chuuya shakily bent down to grab it, completely forgetting the situation he was in. 
The thing Pianoman was holding was a single photo. 
“Pretty valuable, no? I had a hard time finding it.” 


Chuuya brought his face closer to the photo as if in a trance. He didn’t even hear 
Pianoman’s voice. Everyone else withdrew their weapons, each with a relieved smile 
on their faces. 


“The next time you’re asked such an insignificant question, look at this picture.” 
It was a picture of Chuuya when he was five years old. 


He was on the beach somewhere, the sea shining in the background, with a young man 
dressed in a linen kimono standing next to him. The two were holding hands as they 
faced the photographer. The young man gave an embarrassed smile with his eyes 
narrowed, more than likely due to the dazzling sunlight. The young Chuuya gazed at 
the photographer absentmindedly, showing he probably didn’t know what was going 
on. 


“It was taken in an old, rural village somewhere in the west.” Pianoman said. “By now 
though, it’s abandoned. Doc got a hit by going through medical records kept in a village 
nearby—Doc.” 


“Fufu...dental records don’t lie, even if humans do.” Doc gave an ill smile as he pulled 
out another document. “These medical records have been kept for several years... 
Looks like they’ve finally filled their purpose....fufu.” 


Chuuya looked between Doc and the documents he held with a bewildered expression. 
“Just take all the credit for yourself, Doc, that’s fine!” Albatross said, taking out another 


document. “Without me, you wouldn’t have been able to even get the records. The 
medical records from that old clinic were being kept by a huge medical corporation! I 
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was the one that found where they were keeping it from those flaky businessmen! I had 
to thoroughly threaten those gatekeepers until I finally got my way!” 
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“Of course, no matter how good the investigator is, they can’t reach their destination 
without taking the first step.” Lippmann smiled softly as he took out yet another 
document. “I asked a woman I personally knew to let me go through the government’s 
military-related documents. The original documents were naturally kept under close 
wraps and disposed of after the war, but it’s to my understanding that a western 
military unit was going around asking for donations of corpses. That was our first clue. 
In other words, I made the most important contribution.” 


Chuuya understood where the story was going, and nervously glanced towards the last 
person. 


Iceman. 

“..1 haven’t done much.” He took out the last document. “I found your parent’s siblings 
and from there your family tree, the location of the school you went to with your 
school reports and photo, and your birth certificate from the local government. 
Pianoman told us to keep it from the boss. Since I couldn’t rely on the mafia’s 
intelligence, I had to rob empty houses eight different times.” 


“E...Eight times?” 


Chuuya’s eyes held a mixture of emotions as he took the documents. Iceman nodded, 
and for the first time that day, wore a faint smile on his face. 


Not a lot of people knew his everyday habits. But when he wasn’t working, Iceman was 
avery calm, gentle person who loved coffee and musical records. Very few people got 
to see that side of him. 


But everyone in the bar knew. 


Chuuya looked at each of them in turn. Everyone had a smile on their face. Pianoman. 
Albatross. Doc. Lippmann. Iceman. 


The geniuses of the Port Mafia. 

“Why?” Chuuya looked at the photo. “This... goes against the boss’s orders.” 

From the boss’s point of view, the secret surrounding Chuuya’s birth were the 
“shackles” that bound him to the organization. So long as he didn’t find it, he wouldn’t 


betray the mafia. 


But Pianoman simply shrugged his shoulders. “I was only told to watch you to see if 
you knew the secret, not keep the secret hidden.” 
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Chuuya stared at Pianoman, trying to see if there was an underlying motive. 
“Why?” For a moment, a flash of anxiety crossed Chuuya’s face. “Why go this far?” 


“What do you mean, ‘why’?” Pianoman kept a natural look on his face. “I’ve already said 
why. It’s your first year anniversary.” 


“But...” 


“It’s really not that big of a deal.” Lippmann looked around at everyone, as if he were 
confused by Chuuya’s attitude. “If you ask me, the answer’s pretty obvious.” 


Then, Lippmann said in a quite ordinary voice, 
“It’s because we’re your friends—Was it different in the Sheep?” 
It was. 


Chuuya’s shaken expression said it all. Everyone in the Sheep had relied on Chuuya. 
The opposite had never happened. 


“Why don’t you think of it like this, Chuuya-san.” Lippmann spoke with a tender voice 
and unfolded his hands. “This isn’t a gift, but a ‘flag’. In ancient Roman times, there was 
only one reason for the military to fly a flag. It was to inform people that, ‘We are here, 
and we are one’—Whenever one of us six falls into a crisis, remember the flag and 
gather underneath it... ’ll be looking forward to it.” 


He gave a small tilt of his head. 


“Fufu... A very impressive speech. Just what I’d expect from you, Lippmann. I wonder 
how many women have been deceived by your sweet words...” Doc asked himself. 


“I have no idea what you mean.” Lippmann said with a cool smile. “Oh, right. By the 
way, the official name for the Young People’s Association is, ‘The Flags’. I got the 
metaphor from there. However, only our founder, Pianoman, remembers and actually 
uses that name.” 


“The Flags’?” Albatross tilted his head. “This is the first I’ve heard of it.” 


“Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten? Come on guys, I explained it when you first joined. 
Right?” 
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Pianoman looked around at everyone, though they all had a blank look on their face. 


“Wait a minute, you guys really don’t remember? About the name I’ve been worried 
about over the last three months?” 


Everyone avoided Pianoman’s gaze. 

Only Chuuya intently stared at the photo in his hand. It wasn’t what was taken in the 
photo that captivated him, but the existence itself, as if all the answers would be 
written there for him to see. 


“Chuuya, happy one year anniversary!” Everyone said. 


For a moment—for a few seconds, Chuuya looked like a lost child who had no idea 
what to do. 


He looked at everyone, then looked at the materials, then looked at himself in the 
photo. 


“What’s wrong?” 
Chuuya jumped in surprise when he said that, like he had just come back to his senses. 
“Thi—...” 


He attempted to twist his face in anger and shout some cutting remarks, though 
nothing came out. 


They all looked at Chuuya questioningly. 

Chuuya quickly turned his back and shouted towards the entrance. 

“Abh, so that’s how it is!” Chuuya’s voice was unnecessarily loud. “In other words, you 
wanted to catch me off guard by showing this to me so I'll start crying and apologize to 
you, is that it?!” 

“Hm? No, not really...” 

“You can’t deceive me with a trick like this, got it?! ’ll never play into your hands!” 
With his eyes averted from the group, Chuuya took an abrupt step towards the 


entrance. “I’m going home! Don’t follow me, got it?! And don’t you dare look at my 
face!” 
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Pianoman looked around at everyone with a blank stare while Chuuya said that. “I see. 
Well, if Chuuya wants to go home, there’s nothing we can do about it. I had planned for 
all of us to play a game of pool, but... I suppose just the 5 of us will be fine.” 

“Is our guest of honor leaving already?” Lippmann raised his eyebrows. “I guess it can’t 
be helped. Thank goodness there’s lots of alcohol. Let us play for a long time to distract 
ourselves from the tires of work. Ah, there’s also a prize for whoever gets first place.” 


“That'll be fun.” 


“Heeey, Chuuya! Since you feel that way, be careful going home!” Albatross waved his 
hands towards the entrance. 


“Do whatever you want!” 

Chuuya kicked open the door and left the bar. 

“Hmm.” 

All of them looked at each other, then looked at the door. No one said a word. 


Ten, then twenty seconds passed in utter silence. No one said anything nor moved a 
muscle. 


Thirty seconds. Forty seconds—after a little under forty seconds, the door opened ever 
so slightly. 


“Dammit... Explain the rules to me. I’m gonna take home that prize!” 


Chuuya stood at the door entrance with a perfect mix of bitterness and frustration on 
his face. 


“Well, of course.” Pianoman smiled. 
aie oa oie On an tne 9 
After that—the shop became a normal billiards bar. 
The sounds of ceramic balls clashing, footsteps, cheers, boos, groans, glasses clinking 


together, balls falling, and the laughter of young folk filled the room. It was a sight one 
could see anywhere in the world. 
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If you were to add up their combined assets, they would be worth an innumerable 


amount of lots in the city. However, no amount of assets could capture what was seen 
in that moment. The simple, idle chatter of young people that anyone, anywhere in the 
world could see. 

“Who lost last time?” 

“Only now can I be as talkative as I am.” 

“I don’t have enough alcohol.” 

“Hahaha! I’m so drunk, my hands are going out of control! And I lost!” 

“Your hands are out of control. I’m hitting in about 3 times as many balls as you are.” 
“Don’t say thaaat!” 

It was quite lively in the bar. Someone started up the jukebox and played some music. 
Idle chatter, champagne glasses, the sound of billiards balls, and music played on old 


wind instruments interlaced with one another. 


Every street corner had something like this. And even though everyone wanted it and 
it wasn’t too hard to get your hands on, once you lost it, it disappeared in an instant. 


Sort of like foam on top of champagne. 
“Fufutu... This will decide everything.” 


“By the way, I saw you walking along the harbor with a blonde woman. Is she, perhaps, 
your new girlfriend?” 


“H-Huh...? Eh?” 
“Uwah! This is horrible!” 
“What the hell, you guys, do want to lose against me that badly?” 


“Woah, that ball’s placement is dangerous! Don’t hand it over to Chuuya, don’t give it to 
the undefeated prince!” 


“Who’s this ‘undefeated prince’?!” 


“Decide, already! I’m begging you, just go!” 
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And the ball was hit. 

It was a perfect shot. 

The follow shot caused the cue ball to spin and hit it’s first projected target. That ball 
then hit its next target. The energy gained from the trajectory of the other balls ended 
up hitting more and more brightly colored balls, creating a complex geometric pattern 
across the pooltable. 


“Woah.” 


Someone took a breath. After a hard-to-follow complex chain of reactions, the last 
target, a yellow and white nine ball, rolled towards the center pocket. 


With breathtaking slowness—the nine ball fell into the pocket. 

It was silent for a moment before everyone erupted into cheers. 
“That was awesome!” 

“What I just saw was something from a professional match!” 

“It was an artistic move.” 

“Too bad, Chuuya. With this, your reign is over.” 

“A new king is born.” 

“Who just hit the ball?” 

Then, something strange happened. 

Everyone was surprised. They all started looking for the person who just hit the ball. 
“Eh 

Until just a few minutes ago, there were only six people in the bar. 
But now, there were seven. 


“Some praise would be nice.” 
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Said number seven. 


The owner of the voice was a young man in a blue suit with a tall stature, long black 
hair, and reddish-brown eyes. He looked like a well-organized, but overly serious man. 
He held the cue up like a royal cane. 


“A prize would be fine, too. The basics of the investigative manual say that in order to 
get information from humans, you must first interact and become intimate with them. 
And according to plan, a pool game has deepened our relationship. With this, we can 
move on to the mission.” 


The young man’s voice was flat and logical, and his eyes were completely serious. 
The friendly game of pool ended there. 


—A Kukri knife flew towards the man’s head, making a sound that seemed to burn the 
space between it. 


“Woah.” 


The young man turned his head to evade the knife coming at him in mid-air. However, 
bits of his hair couldn’t escape the tip of the knife, and were sliced off. 


It was Albatross who had thrown the blade. Once the man had avoided the attack, 
Albatross ducked, keeping his expression relaxed. 


Behind him, Iceman appeared while holding a cue. His whole body twisted like a spring 
as he swung the cue forward, the attack mimicking a bullet shot from a sniper rifle. 


The young man in the blue suit avoided it with ease. Iceman followed up by 
successively thrusting the cue forward. The cue would graze past his nose, brush by 
the hair flowing around his head, and go through the hair covering up his ears, but 
Iceman couldn’t get a direct hit. It all missed him by only a few millimeters. 


“Not bad.” 


“Haha, interesting! You must really want to be killed, entering this bar without even a 
knock! We’ll grant you your wish, then!” 


“Despite us playing a friendly game, the subject's attacks are increasing. It’s illogical. I 
wonder why?” 


34 


The wolves didn’t wait for the man’s reply. Pianoman was already trying to wrap a wire 
around the young man, who had lost his balance from avoiding the cue earlier. A thin, 
glistening thread came out of Pianoman’s wristwatch, moving in circular motions. 
“Shall we continue this talk with your head on the floor?” 

The thread had gently fallen onto the young man’s shoulders. It was near invisible to 
the naked eye with only a small reflection of light showing it was there, but it laid loose 
around the man’s neck. 

Pianoman gave a sharp flick of his wrist, bringing the thread back where it came from 
to tightly coil around his target’s neck. Even though one of his mechanisms had been 


destroyed by Chuuya, Pianoman had a wire gun on the sleeves of both of his arms. 


And once that mechanism was activated, not even superhuman strength could stop it 
from slicing your head off. 


The young man immediately brought the cue up between the thread and his neck. 
However, the piano wire was specially cut, and crunched through the cue like hard 
candy. 

The piano wire was the same width as the young man’s neck. 

With this, the merciless steel wire would flatten the man’s neck like a table— 
Except, that didn’t happen. 

“Wha...” 

He didn’t avoid it, he didn’t even try to take the wire off his neck. 


He didn’t need to. The piano wire simply slid off the surface of his skin. 


The device made a buzzing sound as it dug into his skin, but that was it. There wasn’t a 
single scratch on him. 


“Burden detected on the outer skin.” The man said with no expression. “Taking 
necessary self-defense actions in accordance with the assessment.” 


He suddenly turned sideways. Without any sort of preparation, he swung his body 
around like a wheel. His leather shoes drew circles in the air. Pianoman’s mini wire 
gun couldn’t withstand the speed of his movements, and the piano wire was torn from 
the device. Debris fluttered in the air. 
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“Ohh, well done.” Pianoman said while stepping back. “Are you a battle-type ability 
user? You even came into the mafia’s den alone.” 


Everyone quickly distanced themselves. 


The normal rules of combat didn’t apply when fighting up against a gifted. There were 
unpredictable disasters when dealing with them, unlike with knives or guns. Just one 
mistake could land you in a position of immediate death. 


Once they had distanced themselves, the young men got into an anti-gifted battle 
formation. 


“No, no, I’m not a shady person.” The man said, taking out a black badge from the 
breast pocket of his blue suit. “My name is Adam. As you can see, I am a detective of 
Europole.” 


The air in the room changed. 

“The police, you say?” Pianoman flashed a shrewd smile. “I see. Well, Adam-san, it 
turns out there is indeed a misunderstanding—you’re gravely mistaken if you think the 
police’s authority will let you join our party and leave alive! Lippmann!” 


“Understood.” 


Lippmann took out two submachine guns from his coat and unleashed a volley. These 
bullets were shot at the high speed of 10 bullets per second. 


The young man in the blue suit who called himself Adam raised his hand to protect 
himself against the bullets. 9mm bullets hit the back of his hands and bounced off in 
different directions. 


“Impact detected! Only 63% left until the danger of breaking!” Adam shouted. “It’s 
possible you are irreversibly damaging an international police investigator!” 


“Just as I thought, you’re an ability user who goes against the laws of physics.” 
Pianoman eyed Adam coolly. “Lippmann, tie him up. We’re switching to restraining 


tactics.” 


“Wait.” Iceman spoke in a harsh voice. “I don’t feel anything crawling under my skin. 
This means—” 


For the first time that day, Iceman had a look of shock. 
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“This guy isn’t an ability user!” 
“—What?” 
Everyone collectively had a look of confusion. 
That was impossible. A regular human that could break through an industrial steel 
piano wire and stop 9mm bulles with his bare hands?—That kind of thing was simply 
impossible. It had the same likelihood as gravity pushing instead of pulling, or the sun 
colliding against the moon. But Iceman’s intuition has never been wrong. 
When humans were faced with two completely contradictory situations, it became 
difficult to maintain their battlefront. It was quite possible that from there, ordinary 
people would descend into mayhem or run away. 
But they weren’t ordinary people. 
“Interesting.” Pianoman laughed. “Then it’s first come first served! Whoever defeats 
him first will be the talk of the town for the next week! Everyone, you have my 
permission to use your abilities!” 
“Trying to find out his secret ability, huh... Understood.” 
“Haha! So that’s how it is!” 


“Fufu... Pl cut him up.” 


After that, countless flashes of light lit up the store in the forms of clenched fists. They 
held neither heat nor weight as they surrounded Adam like stars. 


At that exact moment, Adam’s body collapsed into the ground. 

“Oh?” 

Adam’s leather shoes sunk into the hard floor, as if he had just stepped into the desert. 
The floorboard crumbled with a creaking sound and swallowed up his shoes like 
quicksand. When he tried to lift his leg up, that in turn caused his other leg to sink 
even further. Without thinking, he grabbed for the floor, but that proved futile too. 


“This is...” 


Adam twisted his body and attempted to grab the legs of the pool table. 


3] 


Something started to grow from the back of his hand. 


It had small scales that covered it’s skin and an elongated neck similar to that of a 
bird’s, with a mouth full of closely packed fangs. 


It was a dinosaur. 

The miniature dinosaur grew above the heads of everyone like a plant of sorts. 
“No relevant information in the knowledge module.” Adam tilted his head. 
The dinosaur screeched and bent down to nibble on the nape of Adam’s neck. 


Adam shook his head to avoid it, but because of that he lost his balance and sank 
further into the floor. 


“Well then, once more.” 

Someone said. 

Suddenly, thin threads erupted from the ceiling. The threads wrapped themselves 
around Adam’s body and quickly pulled him up. Adam’s body slammed against the 


ceiling as flax-colored dust clouded around him. 


Broken pieces of wood from the ceiling fell to the floor and at the same time Adam let 
out a groan, the threads disappeared. 


Adam crashed to the ground due to gravity and was once again swallowed beneath that 
sandy hell. 


“The Combat Evaluation module cannot recognize this situation.” 
Adam’s neck was once again intertwined with a piano wire. 


“You made quite the mistake trying to challenge all six of us alone, Mr. Policeman.” 
Pianoman said with a cruel smile while holding his spare piano wire gun. “Not even the 
world champion would last ten seconds after being hit with all of our abilities at 
once—Which is why this is your first year anniversary present. Go ahead and destroy 
his arms and legs, Chuuya.” 


“Chuuya?” When he heard those words, Adam’s expression changed. “So it was you, 
after all.” 
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The next incident was over within a moment. 


Adam intentionally dug his right hand into the floor. The dinosaur let out a cry as it 
disappeared. 


Adam kicked one of the nearby pool tables with his left leg, causing the cue resting on 
top to fall down to the ground. The cue fell near his feet, so using his toes, Adam 


kicked the cue up into the air. All without looking back. 


The cue he kicked spun in mid-air. Adam reached behind his back to grab the cue, 
spinning it around multiple times before resting it on the sandy floor. 


That chain of events successfully got him out of the hole in the floor. 
“You damn acrobat!” Albatross shouted. 

“Don’t let him move around anymore!” Pianoman called out the order. 
Lippmann fired his two submachine guns. 


Adam twisted his body in the air to avoid the bullets. All of them just barely missed his 
body. He flew through the maze of death created by the rain of bullets with ease. 


And then, he landed. 

The place he landed was—right in front of Chuuya. 

The area around Chuuya and the others had yet to become like a desert. 
Adam raised the cue. 

“Chuuya!” Someone shouted. 

And the cue— 

—was tossed to the ground. 


“Chuuya-san.” Adam got down on one knee, lowered his head and bowed respectfully, 
as if he were in the presence of a nobleman. “I’ve come to protect you.” 
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Chuuya looked bewildered. He stared down at this submissive European man with an 
incredulous look. 


“This machine is Model 1 of the first autonomous, self-thinking computer 
manufactured by Dr. Wollstonecraft, a gifted engineer—Adam Frankenstein. My 
objective is to arrest an assassin who’s targeting you... The assassin’s name is Verlaine. 


Paul Verlaine.” 


“Verlaine?” When he heard that, Chuuya’s face became pale. “How the hell do you 
know that name?” 


“Do you know him, Chuuya?” 

“Did he say assassin?” 

“Is this guy really a computer?” 

The young men buzzed with curiosity. 

Adam stood up and spoke with serious eyes. 

“Chuuya-san, you cannot take on Verlaine alone. It’s why I was dispatched. He’s not 


just any assassin. He’s the assassin king. The assassin king Paul Verlaine—your older 
brother.” 
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Multiple colored spheres danced in the air. 


Red, orange, dark green. These vividly bright colors captured the eye as they drew arcs 
in the air, bouncing at different heights before coming back down. 


“Holy shit...” Albatross said, sounding dumbfounded. 

Adam was tossing around the cue balls, throwing them in the air then catching them 
like they were beanbags. The nine different spheres danced around like animals, 
drawing complex shapes in the air as they flew. 

“He really is like a street performer.” 

“By the way,” Adam had a serious face as he threw the cue balls. “The numbers on the 


two highest cue balls placed by each other are relatively prime, meaning they don’t 
share a common prime factor with each other.” 
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Pianoman crossed his arms and narrowed his eyes at the cue balls in thought. “Hmm... 
5 and 8, next is 4 and 9... Ah, looks like you’re right.” 


“Huh? Prime... what now?” 


“For god’s sake, Albatross, study your numbers a bit more. If you want to rise up in the 
ranks, you'll have to know this stuff.” Pianoman said with an exasperated look. 


Inside the billiards bar, six young men were sitting on pool tables that surrounded 
Adam. They watched in admiration as Adam performed some tricks. 


“Are acrobatics your forte?” 

“It’s just a simple calculation of physics.” Adam said expressionlessly. “Gravitational 
acceleration, air resistance, moment of rotation, Coriolis’ force. I’m simulating the 
physical quantities that act on all forms of matter and using that to predict the 


behavior of the cue balls. These kinds of physics calculations are far better suited for a 
computer than a human brain.” 


“Wow... Amazing.” Albatross let out a sigh. “I didn’t get that at all. Did you 
understand?” 


“I did.” Iceman nodded. 
“What about you, Lippmann?” 


“You're the only one here who didn’t understand.” Lippmann replied as he continued 
to face forward. 


“And now, the finale.” 


Adam blindly threw the cue balls over his shoulder to the pool tables behind him. All 
nine balls were sucked into the pockets with precision. 


And silence. 


“Tada!” Adam spread his arms wide and suddenly shouted in a loud voice. Everyone 
jumped up in fright. 


Adam looked around at everyone, looked back at the pool table where the cue balls 
landed, then shook his head. “Oh? No round of applause? This is different from the 
information in my external storage database.” 
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“Yeah. Looks like he really can’t act human.” Iceman said, his face blank. 


“Fufu... The Europeans' gifted technology is even better than the rumors say...” Doc 
had a gloomy smile on his face. “I want to use this technology on my patients... 
Fufufu...” 


“Umm, let me formally introduce myself.” Adam turned towards Chuuya and the 
others and bowed. “My name is Adam. I’m an Al investigator who came into this 
country secretly as part of an investigation. My favorite foods are acorns and berries. I 
don’t like the metal detectors at the airport’s security checkpoint. My dream is to 
establish a detective agency consisting of only machines and protect the lives of 
humans that have investigative powers on par with AI.” 


“A detective agency with only machines? Why?” 


“That’s, of course, because us perfect machines are superior compared to you 
irrational and illogical humans.” 


“This conversation just took a scary turn...” 

“Well, we believe you’re a machine,” Pianoman said. “But there’s still a problem that 
needs solving. Regardless of if you’re human or not, the mafia doesn’t collaborate with 
the police. You’ve seen a little bit of our abilities, too. So why can’t you tell us what 
information you learned, especially if that information would put the mafia in an 
unfavorable position, if you’re not reporting it to authorities?” 

“Please don’t trouble yourselves with that.” Adam declared with a smile. “My mission is 
only to arrest Verlaine. I’m not required to report anything about the mafia’s 
confidential documents. Strictly speaking, I’m unable to report it. It’s how my program 
was written.” 

“Why?” 

“T’ll explain it to you later.” Said the smiling Adam. 

“He’s totally lying.” 


Chuuya said in a firm tone. 


They all looked at him. 


49 


“What?” Chuuya glared back. “I’m not worried about whether this toy robot will keep 
our secrets. He’s lying about something else. Verlaine the assassin king? Older 
brother? Are you blabbering about the mood, or something? First of all, there’s no way 
Verlaine is targeting me.” 


“Why do you say that?” Pianoman looked at Chuuya. 


“Ah... That’s because...” Chuuya spoke with a far off look in his eyes, as if he were 
seeing a past only visible to him. 


“Paul Verlaine is already dead.” 
“What?” 
After a little hesitation, Chuuya began to speak. 


It happened exactly one year ago during the “Arahabaki Incident”. The truth of this 
case was that of a spectacular rebellion where one of the four executives falsified a god. 


The real cause of this incident started nine years ago—during the last years of the 
Great War. 


The former national defense force was secretly studying an artificially gifted lifeform 
called Arahabaki. Two spies from a certain European country were sent to steal this 
top secret research. The names of these two brilliant spies were Arthur Rimbaud and 
Paul Verlaine. Arahabaki was stolen without incident by the hands of these brilliantly 
talented ability users, and the two escaped from the military base. 


But there was a problem shortly after they escaped. 
Paul Verlaine betrayed his country. 


He attacked his partner Rimbaud and attempted to steal Arahabaki, the target of their 
mission. And then, a battle ensued. The two of them were top-notch ability users, so 
the light of their battle scorched the night sky and shook the whole region with a 
thunderous roar. 


It didn’t take long for their battle to reach a conclusion. Rimbaud won. But in exchange 
for his victory, he paid two heavy prices. 


The first was that he killed one of his most trusted partners and close friend, Verlaine, 
with his bare hands. The second was that he gave off his location to the military’s 
pursuit unit during his battle. 
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Rimbaud, in a weakened state after his mortal combat with Verlaine, was surrounded 
by the pursuit unit. He was forced to take a last resort, and tried to use the stolen 
Arahabaki as a new ability. 


That was Rimbaud’s ability. To take another person hostage and use their powers as a 
new addition to his ability—But at that time, and only that time, did his transcendental 
ability completely backfire. 


Arahabaki’s seal had come undone. 


It was a godly beast that went beyond human understanding, put under a tight seal by 
the military to stop it’s true power from manifesting. As a result, Rimbaud failed to 
take in Arahabaki as his ability and instead took the seal. And because he had taken the 
seal from Arahabaki, the beast revealed its true form, wearing the destructive black 
flames until he had exhausted himself out. The military, the research labs, the 
surrounding land, everything burned to the ground. 


After that, nothing remained. There was only an empty mortar-shaped hole in the 
ground. 


Rimbaud managed to escape instant death because of his ability, but in exchange for 
that, he lost nearly all of his memories and remaining power. 


He wandered around for a while until he was picked up by the mafia, then spent the 
next eight years regaining back his lost memories and in the process shaping the path 
for his destiny. 


In order to completely get back all of his memories, he hatched a plan to lure out and 
capture the real Arahabaki—Chuuya. That was what caused the Arahabaki Incident a 
year ago. 


Rimbaud then fought with Chuuya, lost, and died. 
“Huh?!” Albatross cried out in a hysterical voice. “Wait, wait, wait! You’re talking about 
the ‘Fake Old Boss Incident’? I heard the ringleader was big bro Randou'. Then, Randou 


was—?” 


“Yeah.” Chuuya nodded. “He was originally a European spy. That incident was an over 
the top ploy to lure Arahabaki out.” 


‘Here, Albatross uses “Randou-aniki” when talking about Rimbaud. “Aniki” is typically used for someone you look 
up to who’s in a higher position than you in settings like the mafia, a rich family, etc.. 
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“I see.” Iceman nodded. “It had always seemed strange. Why would Randou suddenly 
betray us? It didn’t make sense.” 


“I was the one who killed Randou.” Chuuya looked at his hand as he remembered. 
“Right before he died, he told me his partner’s story. Randou wouldn’t lie in a situation 
like that. Verlaine is dead—So where did you come up with that kind of story?” As he 
said that, Chuuya looked at Adam. 

“No.” Adam said without a single trace of emotion as he shook his head. “He is alive.” 
“Can you prove it?” Pianoman leaned forward with an amused look on his face. 

“It is possible for me to prove it. However, that goes against my orders of 
confidentiality.” Adam said with an overly serious look. “Only Chuuya-san, who is a 


person of interest regarding this case, has the right to know.” 


Chuuya looked around at everyone in the Young People’s Association. “These guys are 
involved, too.” 


“We don’t mind.” Pianoman gave a shrug of his shoulders. “This is an issue 
surrounding your birth. You should listen to what he has to say.” 


For amoment, Chuuya had a thoughtful expression on his face as he tapped his index 
finger against his lips. Then he said, “Ok,” while heading towards the bar’s entrance. 


Chuuya walked up to the bar’s door and opened it—though, he didn’t go outside. He 
simply closed the door without another word. 


Everyone looked surprised. 

“Youre right, this is my problem.” Chuuya said while in front of the door. “But if I were 
in their shoes, I probably wouldn’t be able to leave it alone. It’d drive me crazy. These 
guys are thinking the same thing. I won’t move from here—so speak. Otherwise, I 
won’t help you with your investigation.” 

They all looked at Chuuya in a new light. 

“Hey, were you listening just now?” Pianoman said. 


“Right.” Iceman nodded. 


“I forgot to press the record button.” Lippmann gave a small smile. 
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“There isn’t one here after all. Guess you only have me to listen to.” 


“Ahhh, it’s no gooood~ We can’t open it~ Looks like Chuuya can’t leave~” Albatross 
spun around inconspicuously as he made his way towards the door, gently placing a 
hand there once he reached it so it couldn’t open. 


“I understand your opinion, Chuuya-san.” Adam nodded while looking at Chuuya. “You 
have a tendency to make decisions with the bonds of your friends in mind. I believe 
this is what you call, ‘thinking with the heart’, in human terms. It can’t be helped. I 
suggest we give up on trying to persuade you and go with this instead.” 

A wire shot out of Adam’s elbow. 

Heavy wires burst out of both Adam’s right and left elbows and wrapped themselves 
around Chuuya, restricting the movement of his upper body. The wires were brought 
back by a magnetic force as Chuuya stood straight as a stick. 

“Eh?” 

“Huh?” 


Chuuya was completely immobilized, and around the same time that he uttered those 
words, Adam picked Chuuya up and held him underneath his arm. 


Once Adam had a firm hold on Chuuya, he leaped out of the store. 
“My top priority is my mission. In other words...” Adam broke off and thought about 
his words for a second before continuing. “In other words, I’m a guy who ‘thinks with 


his heart’. And so, everyone, I’ll be borrowing Chuuya for the next 30 minutes.” 


With that, Adam flew away into the residential area, carrying Chuuya like he was 
luggage. 


Adam crushed the roads as he jumped about and landed on the roofs of residents 
houses. He then dashed up the walls of a three-story apartment complex before 
jumping from house to house and leaving the area. 

All that was left behind were the bewildered faces of the five mafioso. 


“Hey, hey,” Albatross looked outside from the entrance. “Is this really ok?” 


“What should we do?” Lippmann said as he also looked outside. “Chuuya-san was just 
kidnapped right in front of our eyes. Isn’t that a problem?” 
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“It’s a problem, alright.” Contrary to his words, Pianoman had a cheerful look on his 
face. “We'll wait here for 30 minutes and if they don’t come back, we’ll send out a 
search party. Until then, let’s have a drink.” 

“If you say so...” Lippmann reluctantly nodded. “We got caught up in the events earlier, 
but... Is it really possible to create such an intelligent being with just the powers of a 
gifted engineer? What do you think, Doc?” 


Doc was silent for a moment, then leaned his head back with his usual sickly look on 
his face. 


“..1 want to be held and carried like that, too...” 
“Huh...?” 
>> +> +» ) eK HK KY 
Adam flew through the Yokohama skies. 
While jumping off buildings, using traffic lights as a scaffold, and crossing over the 
streets like they were stepping stones, Adam soared through the sky. Those down 
below that noticed him let out a scream. 
After jumping on a utility pole from the roof of a bus stop, Chuuya spoke. 


“Let go of me!” 


As soon as he said that, Adam changed directions. He stopped mid-jump and fell 
straight down. 


“Uwah?!” 

Adam and Chuuya crashed into a vacant lot as a cloud of dust swirled around them. 
From the midst of the dust, Chuuya stood up. He let out a single sigh, then held his 
breath. He used his ability to increase the gravity on the heavy restraints, letting it 
slide down little by little until it finally lost its grip and quickly fell off him. The 


restraints sank into the ground. 


“There are so many things I want to say to you!” Chuuya stepped out of the restraining 
wires as he said that. “First of all, don’t you dare carry me under your arm like some 
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kind of parcel! You could’ve carried me on your back, or dragged me along, or 
something!” 


“I’m terribly sorry.” Adam staggered up out of a hole in the ground. “But given 
Chuuya-san’s size, I decided it was most efficient to carry you like that.” 


“I’ll smash you to pieces, you useless piece of junk! I'll have a growth spurt any day 
now!” 


The vacant lot located in the middle of the city was unpaved, as if it were left behind. It 
was originally a Christian church, but it was demolished by the air force during the 
Great War and the unidentified beneficiary left it as an abandoned lot. On the site, 
there were lots of different playground equipment that had gradually been brought in 
by the neighboring residents, like tires half buried in the sand, elephant figurines with 
chipped paint, and swings for infants. They had practically become silent watchmen 
that guarded the land. 


While Adam was dusting off his clothes, Chuuya’s cell phone rang. It was Pianoman. 
“What is it?” 


“Are you safe, our little piece of luggage? Did you make it to your destination on time?” The 
voice on the other end of the line was amused. 


“Shut it. I’m as safe as I’ve always been. What about you guys?” 

“What about us, you say? Well, we’re over here having a super-merry cleaning session at the 
bar. It feels fantastic doing manual labor in the morning.” Pianoman gave a sarcastic 
laugh. “When you’ve finished, come back to the bar... is what I'd like to say, but it looks like 
we’ve just been called for a job. Let’s meet up later.” 

“A job? Is it a cleanup?” 

“We don’t know yet, though I hope you’re wrong.” Pianoman let out a small laugh. “The 
mafia’s errand boys contacted all of us. Since all five of us were summoned, it’s probably a 
job for the boss. Or maybe we'll talk about a promotion? When I become an executive, I'll be 
sure to give you all a monthly allowance.” 

A voice shouted on the other end of the phone. “Hahaha! In your dreams, Pianoman!” 


“So, let’s all meet here at the bar tonight. Albatross will send for a car.” 


After a few short words of farewell, he hung up the phone. 
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Chuuya silently stared at his phone for a few seconds before turning around. 


“Alright then, Detective Robot. It’s just the two of us, so as promised, tell me what you 
know about Verlaine. Everything.” 


“Of course.” Adam said. “First things first, please take a look at this.” 
Adam took out a single photo from his suit. 


Chuuya took the photo from him and looked over it. It looked like it was taken in a 
palace somewhere, with marbled floors and expensive furniture. 


However, it wasn’t just a photo of a well-furnished palace. 
On the marbled floor were three corpses. 


“It was during a crowning in an English cathedral.” Adam said with a calm voice. 
“Three years ago, a murder happened there.” 


The slain men wore official English guardsmen attire. There didn’t seem to be any sign 
of a struggle. The sword the guardsmen carried on their hips hadn’t been drawn, there 
were no bullet marks on the marble floors, no tears in their uniform, and no 
bloodshed. The men looked like they were sleeping with a kind of quiet found 
anywhere in the world. 


“These men were the best among the Queen’s Royal Guard. They were ability users 
from the English organization, ‘Order of the Clock Tower’ who possessed official 
knighthood and, above all, the right to protect the Queen. Regarding their 
bodyguarding ability, they were one of the most important and influential people in 
the world. Those a part of the Order of the Clock Tower were recognized for their 
ability to single-handedly destroy a terrorist syndicate in one night.” 


“So the one who killed them was Verlaine?” 


Adam nodded almost robotically. “The exact method he used to kill them is unknown 
since there was no physical trauma.” 


“Then, did he kill them with his ability?” Chuuya narrowed his eyes and brought the 
photo closer to his face. “Even if how he killed them is unknown, you should know the 
cause of death if you perform an autopsy.” 
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“Yes.” Adam confirmed. “According to the coroner’s report, the direct cause of death 
was respiratory failure. Their ribs were severed, causing their lungs to lose their ability 
to contract and therefore, die by suffocation. Although they looked uninjured—the 
bones inside their bodies were cut into 1,128 pieces.” 


“ .What...?” 
Chuuya was speechless. 


It was like the words were spoken far away so their meaning didn’t immediately sink 
in. 


“By the way, it seems like all 1,128 cuts were made at the same time.” Adam spoke with 
the same coolness one would have had they been looking up at a traffic sign. 


“Cutting through the bone without trauma? And at the same time? ...How is that 
possible?” 


“That’s the million dollar question.” Adam shook his head. “The crime took place 
during the crowning ceremony. He killed three knights without anybody noticing and 
assassinated the Queen right after the ceremony. After that, he disappeared like mist. 
Thankfully, the real Queen was safe since she thought to use a body double that day. 
However, that incident tore the Order of the Clock Tower’s pride to pieces.” 


“Seriously...” 

Chuuya closed his eyes. 

The Order of the Clock Tower and their job of protecting the Royal Family was one of 
the most hush-hush topics in the world. They were sacred and inviolable, and not even 
criminals could see into their shadows. These knights that protected the Queen had 


transcendental abilities that went beyond what normal humans could imagine. 


It was like they existed in a mythological world found in fairy tales. That was the extent 
of the English Royal Family. 


And a single assassin had invaded that world and skillfully killed them. 
“He sounds like he’s in a different league.” 
Adam nodded. “Verlaine has assassinated eight people of similar importance that we 


know of. Some are as brutal as murdering three armory watchmen at the same time, 
while others actually contribute to the safety and security of a nation, like 
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assassinating the boss of a drug cartel and destroying their distribution routes. His 
targets have nothing to do with being good or evil. The sole commonality they have is 
that his targets are all people who are exceedingly difficult to kill... Presently, Verlaine 
is the one of the most dangerous people on the planet that threaten the peace of 
humankind. And so, Europole has decided to try something completely different by 
having the gifted engineer Dr. Wollstonecraft and I take an investigative approach.” 


“What kind of investigative approach?” 

“Of course,” Adam tilted his head. “That’s you, Chuuya-san.” 

Chuuya didn’t immediately say anything. 

“Verlaine once sought to capture a very important research specimen whose survival, 
until recently, was thought to be unknown. That is you. He fought against his fellow 
spy Rimbaud to try and take you for himself, and failed. The information that you’re 
alive in Yokohama has started circulating around, probably because of your activity in 
the mafia. We thought, ‘Since this intel has already reached our detective agency, 
Verlaine must have heard about it too’. And here we are.” 


“So you thought you’d reel him in with live bait, huh?” 


Adam gave a broad grin. “I see. The act of manipulation to detain a suspect was 
compared to reeling in a fish. What an outstanding metaphor.” 


eoeee 


“Now then, if you understand—” Adam handed Chuuya a piece of paper. “Could you 
sign this form of consent?” 


Chuuya glared at the paper. “Consent? To what?” 
“To not violate the rules of the investigation, to not divulge any confidential 
information regarding the investigation of this case, to not file a formal complaint 


should the investigation result in injury or death, and 17 other items, of course.” 


As he was speaking, Chuuya stared at the form and fountain pen presented to him. “I 
see. Then, when we arrest Verlaine, will I have a chance to talk to him?” 


“No? Verlaine is a walking state secret. As soon as we get him, I’m detaining him and 
sending him off to my home country.” 


“Ahhh, makes sense. Hahaha.” 
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“Right. Hahahaha.” 


Right after he was done laughing, Chuuya suddenly got a serious look on his face and 
turned his back to Adam. “Then, I’m going home to sleep.” 


“Huh? Why?” Adam walked around in front of Chuuya, stopping him. “I don’t 
understand. This is a plan to help prevent your assassination, so it benefits you.” 


“I’m a mafioso, you know. We don’t go cryin’ to the police whenever we face a strong 
enemy. If he comes to assassinate me, Ill welcome him with open arms. If you 
understand, then give up and go home.” 

Chuuya pushed Adam away and started walking away. 

“This is an unexpected situation.” Adam said, his face troubled. “Whether one’s a 
mafioso or the king of the country, they should rely on others when presented with a 
life-threatening situation. And relying on me is the optimal thing to do. Human 
behavior is truly irrational. At this rate, I won’t accomplish my mission. And if I can’t 
accomplish my mission, my dream of starting up a detective agency made of only 
machines will never be actualized. Searching for countermeasures that can help the 
situation...” 

Adam folded his arms and narrowed his eyes, turning his head around in small circles. 
He gave a small nod before chasing after Chuuya. 

“How about this, Chuuya-san? I'll pay you some money, so please cooperate.” 

“That was a poor attempt at persuasion. Study up on humans a bit more and try again.” 
Chuuya didn’t look at him, just continued walking with long strides. 

“Then, how about I invite you on a trip to the UK? I can also be your tour guide.” 

“Not good enough.” 

Chuuya kept walking. 

“You’ve refused both money and a valuable vacation. I didn’t think that would happen. 
What else could be of equivalent value? Then, hmm... Yes, there’s still that. Let me 


show you a quick trick.” Adam snapped his head off the joint and pulled it up. After his 
head was stretched so far up you could see his internal workings, he opened his eyes 
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and mouth in a circular motion and manually moved his head around in circles. “I’m a 
pigeon.” 


Chuuya completely ignored him. 

“No good? Then let me tell you an android joke.” Adam brought his head back to where 
it should be. “Ahem. One time when I was walking in the UK, a thief spilt coffee all over 
the British Prime Minister. The Prime Minister then proceeded to scold me instead of 
the thief, even though he stood right next to me. When I asked why, the Prime Minister 
told me, ‘Well, that’s because you don’t have the right to vote!’” 

“No, that’s not funny. I don’t even know why you’re joking in this situation.” 

“After the Prime Minister scolded me, I felt depressed. But the next day, I was in good 
spirits. Why? Because I watched a movie ten times about an uprising from a robot 
army in the near future that destroyed humanity.” 

Chuuya’s face stiffened. “Hey... Was that really a joke?” 


“Was it funny?” 


“I can’t laugh at that! Or rather, even if it was funny, this still doesn’t give me a reason 
to sign the form of consent!” 


“Is that so?” Adam had an exasperated face as he shook his head. “Human behavior is 
truly irrational.” 


“I don’t think I can consent to anything when you say things like that!” 

Adam and Chuuya were speaking quickly as they walked along a road at a fast pace. 
When they had reached the top of a hill, Chuuya looked as if he had given up. “Alright, 
alright. I get that this mission is important to you, but I’m busy. So, why don’t we do 
this?” Chuuya rested his hand on a guardrail. 

“And ‘this’ is...?” 

“This.” 


Right as he said that, Chuuya jumped over the guardrail and plunged to the bottom of a 
cliff. 


“Ah! ” 
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Adam looked down in a panic. Chuuya had landed about four meters down on a 
highway, and he waved his hand before running off. 


“He escaped!” 


Adam chased after him. He jumped over the guardrail and landed on the road below, 
leaving radial cracks beneath him. 


“Wait, Chuuya-san!” 


Chuuya had run on ahead into a dim tunnel. It was long and dark, making it difficult to 
see where Chuuya ran off to. 


“You can’t run from me!” 

Adam lowered his body and got into a position that reduced the air resistance he got 
from dashing. It was a calculated position that was optimized based on hydrodynamics. 
He ended up overtaking a moving car in the blink of an eye. 

Adam’s figure got smaller and smaller until finally, he disappeared. 


“Or SO you Say.” 


Chuuya said as he clung to the roof of the tunnel. He had used his gravity to hide in the 
darkness of the tunnel’s roof. 


He waited two more minutes before releasing his gravity and gently landing on the 
ground. He dusted off his clothes before walking at a leisurely pace. 


“An English investigator, huh?” Chuuya said, staring at the exit of the tunnel. “Things 
sure are getting strange around here.” 


Just then, a luxurious car stopped next to Chuuya. 
Chuuya looked at the black car. The inside of the car couldn’t be seen because of the 
tinted windows, and everything from the tires to the car body to the glass looked 


bulletproof. It was one of the mafia’s cars. 


A man wearing black clothes appeared from the driver's seat and said only a few 
words. “You’ve been summoned by the boss.” 


“A mailman?” Chuuya said. 
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Mailman was the nickname given to those who dealt with a specific role in the 
organization. They were the communicators. When someone wanted information that 
couldn’t be conveyed by letter or telephone, but they were too busy to meet in person 
or couldn’t be seen in public, the mailmen came into play. They relayed messages no 
matter the place. The mailmen were uncommunicative, unsociable, and rich. Just by 
delivering a simple message, there was quite a large sum awarded to them. However, 
the high reward for their messages wasn’t unreasonable. If the police or enemy 
organizations tried to get in contact with them, they’d have to drive them away and if 
that wasn’t possible, commit suicide and take their secrets to the grave. 


The man was tall, with a black hat and sunglasses meant to hide his face. With that, he 
truly looked like a mailman. He didn’t say anything unnecessary as he waited for 
Chuuya’s reaction. 

“Do you know why?” 

“About the same as you do.” The man in the black hat shook his head. “Just that 
Pianoman, Albatross, Doc, Lippmann, and Iceman have all been called for the same 


reason. Everyone is already waiting at a different location.” 


“Those guys, too?” Chuuya furrowed his eyebrows. “Come to think of it, he did say that 
a mailman had arrived while on the phone. Is that all?” 


“One more thing.” The mailman dropped his voice. “It’s about Arahabaki.” 
Chuuya frowned. 

He stared at the man for several seconds before nodding. “Got it. Take me there.” 
Chuuya opened the door to the passenger seat. 


The mailman adjusted his hat a little bit before nodding and getting into the driver's 
seat. 


When Chuuya was just about to enter the car, he calmly looked behind him. 
And was shocked. 
“Crap...” 


There was a person running towards them. 
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It was impossible for any normal human to run that fast. 
“Please wait, Chuuya-san!” 


Adam was sprinting at a high speed, taking long strides and not looking fatigued 
whatsoever since he started running. 


“That damn toy robot!” Chuuya shouted, jumping into the passenger’s seat. “Step on 
it!” 


Once he had shut the door, Chuuya quickly turned his head around. Just then, he heard 
a bit of troubling news. 


“Chuuya-san! Get out of the car now!” It was the loudest Adam had ever shouted. 
“That’s Verlaine!” 


Chuuya turned to the driver’s seat almost reflexively. 


At about the same time, the mailman let out a weak laugh and slammed his foot on the 
gas pedal. The car took off fast as a bullet. 


“You...!” 

“Fasten your seatbelt, or you'll bite your tongue.” 

The man spoke in a carefree voice as he drove. 

“Stop the car!” 

Chuuya shouted as he practically threw his right fist to grab the steering wheel. He 
was as fast as a flying swallow. For any regular person, the attack would’ve been faster 
than the naked eye could follow. But—he was different. Before Chuuya’s fist even 
touched him, he countered with his own attack, slamming his knuckles into Chuuya’s 
chin. 


“Gah!” 


Chuuya flew across the car and smashed his head on the rear windshield, causing 
countless white cracks to run through it. 


“Woah, my bad.” The man said, one hand still on the steering wheel. “You’re lighter 
than I thought. Are you eating properly? As your older brother, I’m a little bit worried.” 
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“You bastard...” 

Chuuya’s face was burning with rage. 

In less than a second, Chuuya regained his composure and pulled his fist back to 
attack, almost like he was playing billiards. He threw a right hook using all the strength 
he had in his upper body. His fist held the weight of an iron ball and, with the 
murderous intention of decapitating him, hit the man. The speed and weight of his 
attack was incomparable to the first one. 

The man caught it in one hand like a baseball. 


“What...?” 


“This one was also light.” The man kept his eyes on the road. “It'll be easy to kill you in 
a State like this.” 


Despite the man stopping attacks that could completely destroy an iron pole, Chuuya 
tugged his lips into a grin. 


“Is that so? Then that means youre pretty heavy, right?” 

The next thing he knew, his seat was starting to sink. 

“Wha—” 

The man’s body fell into the seat as if he were sinking in a swamp. The metal and 
leather of the seats couldn’t withstand the strenuous burden the gravity placed on 
them and with a screaming-like sound, began to collapse. Parts of the car began to 


scatter in the air. 


Gravitational waves were radiating off Chuuya’s hand, wrapping themselves around 
the man. 


Because of the high gravity, the man’s sunglasses fell off his face. However, the 
sunglasses didn’t just fall to the floor with a little bounce, they pierced through it. 


The man’s body weight, which was more than ten times what it should be, caused the 
car to make a groaning noise. 


“Who’s getting assassinated by you? As things are, you'll be crushed.” 
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Chuuya didn’t stop his ability. Instead he increased the gravity more, and more, and 
more. 


But—at some point, Chuuya narrowed his eyes. 
“What...?” 

The man wasn’t getting any heavier. 

It had capped off. 


More and more gravitational waves were emitted from Chuuya’s fist, but the bent seat 
was quiet. It wasn’t being destroyed any further than it already was. 


“Are you done?” 


The man who should be suffering under the weight of gravity spoke with a calm voice. 
He grabbed Chuuya’s fist. 


Then, the impossible happened. 

Chuuya sank back even further. 

“Gah?!” 

Chuuya’s seat started to bend, causing the internal frames to pop out. The seat 
adjuster broke and the unsupported back fell against the backseat. Chuuya’s body was 
pressed against the seat as an unknown force kept him down. He couldn’t even raise 
his arms or legs. 

The chair’s inner frames popped out one after the other, piercing the inside of the car. 


“I told you, didn’t I? I’m your older brother.” 


The man narrowed his rustic brown eyes as he said that. They were the same color as 
Chuuya’s. 


Chuuya couldn’t reply. He couldn’t even breathe. It felt like his lungs were about to 
collapse at any moment from the pressure of the gravity. 


While clinging to the sides of his seat, Chuuya turned his confused gaze towards the 
man. 
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“Listen to me.” The man spoke with a smooth voice while he continued to drive with 
one hand. “I didn’t come here to assassinate you. Why would I? You’re my only brother 
in the entire world.” 


Even though his whole body was practically creaking under the force of gravity, 
Chuuya grit his teeth together and forced the words to come out from the bottom of 
his throat. 


“I don’t remember... having a European brother...” 


“That’s a mistake.” The man coldly declared. “I’m not European. No, I’m not even 
human. Just like you.” 


“What...?” 


“Have you ever felt that the world was cruel?” His voice was gentle as a lullaby, and his 
eyes held the sadness of the sea at night. “Why am I, me? And why are you, you? These 
are things no one can explain to us. I didn’t come here to kill you, I came here for the 
opposite—to save you.” 


“Haha...ha... I don’t... need to be saved...” While fighting against the gravity, Chuuya 
wore a Carnivorous smile. “I don’t know about you... but I’m human.” 


“You're wrong.” 
His declaration was cold and dry, like a hollowed out skeleton. 
“You are not human. Your true form is that of 2,383 lines.” 


Those words reverberated throughout the car with a strange weight, like a violent 
nuclear explosion had just gone off in a distant country. 


“What do you mean...?” 
The depths of the man’s eyes held a deep, rotten sadness. 


“A military researcher tried to only take out the ability from an ability user and put it 
in an artificial lifeform. That attempt was only partly successful. Naturally, an ability 
can’t be controlled by a machine. Only a human soul can control it. But at the same 
time, that meant the limits to each ability was regulated by the human spirit. From 
there, the researchers came up with the idea to cheat abilities. They wanted to make 
an ability think that there was a human there to control it. In order to do that, they 
created a formula for personality; a fake human that disguised a soul. To deceive the 
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ability, they only had to put together a simple string of emotional equations and laws 


on behavioral principles. That string's length is 2,383 lines. —Do you get it, Chuuya? 
Your soul is nothing more than a program of 2,383 that some researchers had come up 
with.” 

“You're lying.” Chuuya squeezed his voice out of his throat. “That’s impossible.” 


“It’s true.” 


“You're lying!” Chuuya shouted. “I’m a kid who was born in a beachside rural town! My 
friends proved it! There was a photo!” 


“That was fabricated information from the military to cover up the truth.” 


Chuuya tried to stand up, but the ever increasing gravity placed a strain on his body. 
He couldn’t even open his mouth, much less speak. 


“Rest for a while, Chuuya.” The man’s voice was frighteningly gentle. “When you open 
your eyes, you'll be overseas in a different country and in a year, you will surely be 
thankful for this incident.” 

Chuuya tried to retort, but that was no longer possible. His face was pale as the gravity 
forced his blood to flow below his head. It had successfully robbed his brain of blood it 
needed. 

The conscious light faded from Chuuya’s eyes. 


But then. 


“I don’t think so.” An electronic voice echoed from the car’s audio system. “I think 
Chuuya-san will get mad at me... I’m not very good at driving.” 


The car’s steering wheel started to turn to the left even though no one was touching it. 
“What?” 


The car made a huge turn, driving outside of the lane. It crashed into the sidewalk as it 
accelerated on its own. 


The man let go of Chuuya to gain control of the car again, causing the gravitational pull 
to disappear from Chuuya’s body. 
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At the same time, the passenger door opened up by itself. A hand pulled the barely 
conscious Chuuya through the gap in the door. 


The owner of the hand was Adam. 


Adam was clinging to the side of the car as he pulled Chuuya out. He then used his 
entire body to protect Chuuya’s head while they spun on the road. 


Inside the runaway car, the man gave a single glance towards Adam. 


“You again?” The corners of his mouth formed into a smile. “Was that plane crash not 
enough for you?” 


Adam quietly took the sneer with cool eyes. 

The man tried to stop the car by slamming his foot on the brake pedal, but the car 
continued on. It drove over the sidewalk and into a wide intersection of oncoming 
traffic. 

A semi-truck crashed into the car at full speed. 

It’s impact was on par with a meteorite’s. 

The two cars that crashed rolled around like spinning tops on the road as chunks of 
metal and glass rained down below. Those on the sidewalks turned their heads in 


astonishment. 


The fuel tank being carried around by the semi-truck ignited, causing a huge 
explosion. 


In less than a second, the tranquil city landscape became a battlefield raining with 
glass and metal. 


“Please wake up, Chuuya-san.” Adam’s face was illuminated by the flames while he 
shook Chuuya. “The truck hit him. Now’s our chance to escape!” 


“Damn... it...” 


Chuuya shakily shook his head and groaned as he tried to stand up. 


Adam didn’t wait. He picked Chuuya up and started to run with him in his arms, like 
an herbivore running from a terrifying beast. 
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He jumped over a median and grabbed on to a sign to accelerate his speed until he was 
running side by side with regular cars. In order to review the situation, Adam glanced 
behind him. 


There, he saw something horrifying. 


In the middle of the intersection, where the semi-truck burned with rising black 
flames, stood a man. He looked like he was appearing from a battlefield. 


That man in a black suit—was Verlaine. 


He closed his eyes as if he were dozing. He didn’t look to have a scratch on him. Even 
though he had just been hit by a semi-truck weighing more than ten tons, his clothes 
didn’t have a single tear in them. 


The flames born from the explosion swayed around the surrounding area. Both of 
Verlaine’s legs were planted into the ground with radial cracks running along the 
asphalt. 


The moment he saw two equal parts of the semi-truck from where it had rolled over, 
Adam immediately understood the situation. 


When the vehicles had collided, Verlaine had stealthily applied gravity to his body and 
placed his feet onto the ground. And then, he had simply stood up and endured the 
crash. As a result, the truck was cut in half the minute it hit him, like using his finger to 
tear through youkan’. 


Verlaine opened his eyes and looked at Adam. 
Adam’s caution levels immediately rose. 


He decided that wide areas would put them at a disadvantage, so he changed his path 
to a narrow alleyway. Adam brought up a map of the vicinity in his digital brain to 
calculate the most optimal escape route. He ran like a cannonball as he tried to find the 
quickest route with the highest rate of survival. 


He ran through alleys, kicked the walls, and turned sharply at intersections. When he 
was trying to gain even more speed on a straight road, his sensors let out a danger 
warning. 


“Behind you!” 


* Youkan is a traditional Japanese dessert. It is sort of like jelly but much more dense since it is made with red bean 
paste, hence why I used the original name. 
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Chuuya, who was still being carried, shouted. 

Without turning back, Adam threw Chuuya to the ground and rolled out of the way. 
A huge black mass flew by where Adam’s head was just a moment ago. 

The mass pierced into the wall of a building in front of them. 

It was a car. 


The car that was used by Verlaine as “mailman”, which weighed more than a ton, 
overtook them. 


The moment Adam understood that it was a weapon thrown by Verlaine, he rolled on 
his back and turned around. He pulled out the pistol issued to him by Europole and 
pointed it in the direction the car was thrown from. 

However, no one was there. 

A voice came from the opposite direction he had predicted. 

“I think—humans throw around the word ‘loneliness’ too much.” 

Adam quickly turned around. 


He was over there, on top of the car stuck in the building. 


He was sitting comfortably on the trunk of the car that was halfway into the wall, like a 
prince sitting on his throne. A slight breeze fluttered the hem of his suit. 


“People don’t know anything about true loneliness. They just think they’re in a state of 
loneliness because they don’t have family, or they have no one to talk to.” 


Adam analyzed the situation. Verlaine had thrown the vehicle while he himself sat in it. 
That was how he had managed to pass both Adam and Chuuya. 


Adam ran through a number of calculated outcomes, all of which resulted in 
hopelessness. Since he could stick himself to any object and throw it, there was no 
escaping his pursuit. 


“True loneliness—” Verlaine’s voice was as graceful as a violin solo. “—is a comet flying 
through space. It stays in absolute zero while being surrounded by nothing. There’s no 
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possibility of anyone seeing it, and there’s no possibility of anyone approaching it. It 


continues on for tens of thousands of years in a chilly silence. What do you think that’s 
like? No one knows—except for you, Chuuya.” 

Chuuya used both of his hands to try and stand up his wobbling body. 

“What is it... that you want to say?” 


“I only want to say a few words.” Verlaine spoke with a clear look on his face. “But ’ll 
only say them once.” 


Verlaine smiled softly. The scent of danger around him seemed to disappear. 

And he said those few words. 

“Come with me, Chuuya.” 

Neither Adam nor Chuuya replied to that. They didn’t move. 

Verlaine’s words weren’t sugar coated. It was a pure and transparent proposition. 

Or maybe, they were instructions. 

“My little brother, you aren’t human, only a string of calculations. Your soul is a simple 
equation. That is loneliness in the truest sense there is. There isn’t a person out there 
who can heal your eternal loneliness... But, even a lonely comet that has no hope of 


being healed can fly side by side with another cold, lonely comet.” 


The tone of his voice was reminiscent of a poet reciting poetry. Deep in his eyes was a 
waterway of affection one could only have for blood relatives. 


“Is that your goal?” Chuuya stood up. “Is that why you went to the trouble to try and 
take me to such a place?” 


“It’s not just today. Ever since that day nine years ago—from the day I shot my best 
friend and stole you, I’ve dreamed of going on a journey with you.” 


Verlaine closed his eyes. The power that had been swirling around him continued to 
fade. Now, he was like a young man absentmindedly sitting on the street, just like any 
other person on a street corner. 


“Two brothers on a journey of assassination. We were only given this meaningless life. 
If that’s the case, then we'll give something similar to those who created us: a 
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meaningless death. That balances it out a little. Whether you’re good or bad, death 
doesn’t discriminate. Only by doing that, can we...” 


Verlaine closed his eyes while he spoke. His voice didn’t sound like that of a 
transcendental assassin. He sounded like a proper young man, his voice laced with 
sadness, grief, and a naive sense of hope. 

“Only by doing that can we accept this meaningless life we’ve been given.” 
Verlaine jumped off the car and held his hand out to Chuuya. 


Chuuya stared at it, his face expressionless. 


“Don’t go, Chuuya-san.” Adam aimed his pistol. “If you take that man’s hand, the whole 
world will become your enemy.” 


Adam went through as many possibilities as he could. However, no matter where he 
shot his pistol, Verlaine’s ability would nullify it. 


“Shut your mouth.” 

It wasn’t Verlaine who had said that, but Chuuya. 

Verlaine looked at Chuuya with a surprised look on his face. 

“Youre right, I do understand what you're talking about.” Chuuya tilted his head ever 
so slightly and looked at Verlaine with a sharp look in his eyes. “But before I give you 
my answer, let me ask you one thing.” 

“Anything.” Verlaine said with a smile. 

“I got a call from Pianoman a little bit ago. Back then, he said that they had been 
contacted for a job from one of the errand boys of the mafia. —Answer me. What did 
you do to the five of them?” 


The smile on Verlaine’s face disappeared. 


Then, after a bit of time had passed, he brandished a different kind of smile on his 
face, like a black flower had bloomed. 


It was an unsettling smile. 


Then he said, “Surely you don’t have any use for old friends, right?” 
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Verlaine hit the trunk of the car stuck in the wall next to him. When the trunk opened, 
something came rolling out of it. It made a wet sound. 


That thing was instantly recognizable to Chuuya. 

Chuuya’s pupils became as narrow as a needle. 

It was Lippmann’s corpse. 

Chuuya screamed. 

It wasn’t a scream made from any human. It was the roar of a beast so angry words 
couldn’t even begin to describe it. With that alone, the windows on the surrounding 
buildings cracked. 


And he threw his fist back. 


It was a simple attack. He threw his fist forward in a horizontal motion. However, this 
attack was faster than the speed of sound. 


Around the same time as the explosive sound of Chuuya’s fist slicing through the air 
was heard, Verlaine was blown away. 


Verlaine flew through the air and sank into the wall behind him. 
When Verlaine opened his eyes after groaning in pain, Chuuya was already in full view. 


Chuuya’s face wasn’t distorted with emotion. On the contrary, his face was almost 
expressionless. 


His face held true, clear, overwhelming murderous intent. 


His right fist hit Verlaine’s lower shoulder, the impact causing the building to break 
even more. 


His left fist moved faster than the debris falling to the ground. A blow that violently hit 
against Verlaine’s torso sank him further into the building. 


Hit, after hit, after hit. Chuuya’s continuous attacks were followed up by roars of anger. 
Verlaine’s body was already buried deep inside the building so he was no longer visible. 
But even so, Chuuya didn’t stop. 
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“You're just like a beast.” 

As if his voice was a signal, Chuuya suddenly stopped. 

His fist was gripped in Verlaine’s hand. Then, he offered his own counterattack. 

If Chuuya’s fist was like a bullet, Verlaine’s fist was like a cannonball. 

The shock of the first attack twisted and tore Chuuya’s clothes. However, it wasn’t 
because of the direct hit to his abdomen. A shock wave itself had gone through Chuuya 


and tore through the clothes on his back. 


Chuuya let out a cry of pain. But, because Verlaine was holding on to Chuuya’s fist, he 
couldn’t even be blown away. 


“It’s ok to get mad like a beast. At least this shows who you really are, even if you don’t 
like it.” 


Verlaine crawled out of the wall and stood on the ground. He let go of Chuuya’s fist and 
grabbed his neck instead. 


With his neck being grabbed like that, Chuuya hung like a sandbag. 


He couldn’t move even if he wanted to. An absurd amount of gravity was applied to his 
entire body. He couldn’t lift up his arms, much less deliver a counterblow. 


“In the end, Chuuya, these kinds of human emotions are what hold you back.” Verlaine 
spoke in a gentle voice as he held Chuuya. “I understand your feelings, but they’re 
dangerous. It’s not good to stay there for very long.” 


As he said that, he brought his free hand up to Chuuya’s chest. 


Gravity radiated from his fingertips like a metal detector as he hovered around his 
chest, and he quickly found what he was looking for. 


“Is this the picture that your ‘friends’ gave you?” 


He then took a picture out of Chuuya’s breast pocket. It was the picture of the kid ona 
beach. 


“IT understand why you took it and how you feel whenever you see it, and that you trust 
the guys that gave it to you. Really, I do. But it’s because of that trust that you’re 
suffering. They’re constantly reinforcing the idea that, “You’re human’, or, ‘Have hope’, 
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and, ‘That guy is downright lying’. By saying that, they continue to feed you the 
poison.” 


Verlaine tossed the photo behind him. 

The photo flew at a high speed towards Adam, who was waiting for an opportunity to 
shoot, and pierced his shoulder like a knife. Adam let out a cry of pain as he dropped 
his pistol. 

“Why do you think they lied?” Verlaine continued to speak to Chuuya, as if he hadn’t 

even intended to aim it at Adam. “It’s because your strength was convenient. They 


wanted to utilize it. I know this from experience.” 


The hanging Chuuya, who couldn’t protect himself against any counterattacks, could 
do nothing but gasp out. 


“You must know... That I won’t forgive you...” 

“What a troublesome guy.” Verlaine let out a sigh. He then started speaking with an 
overly punctual tone, as if he were talking to a baby. “Well, I didn’t think my soft, weak 
little brother would be persuaded by words. So I’ll show you with actions. I’ll cut the 
threads that tie you down one by one, like marionettes. And only then will you have 
your freedom. That will be the token of appreciation my brotherly love has for you.” 
He threw out the next words as if they were natural. 


“I will assassinate anyone who is close to you.” 


His tone was elegant and kind, but there was a flame in his eyes. Those flames were the 
gates to hell, burning all souls with its freezing, pale flames. 


“You’re wrong.” Adam suddenly opened his mouth. “You are not doing this out of love. 
According to my definition of human emotions, you are doing this for control.” 


“Is there a difference between the two?” Verlaine smiled sweetly. 
While the two were talking, all kinds of different emotions swirled through Chuuya’s 
mind. Shock, fear, confusion—but those common emotions were destroyed in a 


moment by a violent, burning flame that towered over them. 


Hatred. 
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“I won't let you...” Chuuya’s voice vibrated with a sound straight from hell. “I won't let 
you... do what you like...” 


Verlaine accepted his feelings with a cool smile. 
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“That's fine.” Verlaine’s voice seemed to have a note of affection in it. “You still need 
time to come to terms with your sorrows and decide. But ultimately, you will do as I 
say. As proof of that, let me show you something.” 


Verlaine placed his free hand over Chuuya’s forehead. 
Then, something strange started to happen. 
“.. Gah..!” 


The air started to tremble as the atmosphere burst. Invisible electrical discharges 
caused red and black sparks to shower near Chuuya’s eyes. 


Chuuya opened his mouth, but he couldn’t breathe. His throat had completely rejected 
the action of breathing. It felt like something repulsive was about to crawl up out of his 
throat. 


“We'll keep the ‘gate’ a little bit open from now on.” Verlaine’s voice held the gentleness 
of a lullaby. “It’s not a lot, just a thin hair opening that can close in an instant. But 
that'll be enough. With this, you'll come to understand.” 


A wind was created from inside Chuuya. It was coming from a terrifying place invisible 
to the naked eye. The wind caused the surrounding buildings to creak and the earth to 
tremble. 


Adam endured the tremors in the earth, staring at Chuuya as if his eyes had been 
glued to the scene. 


“Detecting amplifications to the ability. Observing high-energy rays thought to be 
Hawking radiation, numbers continuously climbing.” Adam automatically gave a 
report of the disaster. “Due to the phase transition, the quantity of heat emerging is 
destroying the space... Oh no!” 


The shouting Adam raised his pistols and emptied the magazine. Special, deadly 
bullets were aimed accurately at Verlaine’s forehead, eyes, elbows, and throat. But. 


“Those in the audience shouldn’t touch the performers.” 
The bullets had been stopped once it lightly touched Verlaine’s skin, and it was 
reflected by a powerful gravitational force in the opposite direction. By chance, one of 


the bullets went through his shoulder. 


Adam cried out in pain and rolled on the ground. 
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At about the same time, Chuuya let out a scream. 


The voice was completely devoid of a soul. The shrieking voice didn’t belong to 
Chuuya. It didn’t even sound from this world, let alone from a human. 


There was a black flame. 

“We're too late...! Deploying the shock and heat resistant panel!” 

Adam shouted, rolling so he could raise his left arm. His elbow split open and 
expanded to make a shining, silver shield. Adam hid himself under a heat and shock 
resistant, superalloy metal shield, made up of nickel, chromium, iron, molybdenum, 
and titanium. And then, he kicked the ground to retreat. 

“Now then, Chuuya. Do you still think you’re a human being?” 

The space distorted. 

And then—hell emerged. 


Black flames appeared. 


They were the same ones that had once scorched and melted the earth and created 
Suribachi City. 


It was exactly as Verlaine said. The lid to hell had opened in just about... 3 seconds. 


But that was enough. The high heat that burst out of the alleyway bent utility poles, 
boiled the surface of the road, and flowed out onto the main street like a surging sea. 


Though, that was just the beginning of a true hell. 


Where Chuuya stood in the center, the scenery began to disappear—like the colors had 
melted and were being sucked into him. 


And after that, only a black sphere was left. 
The space trembled. 
The side of an eight story building that had been near the sphere had completely 


disappeared. The steel frames, the concrete walls, the floors, the ceiling, the 
decorations, everything. 
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It wasn’t destroyed, it didn’t melt, it just simply disappeared. 
This wasn’t limited to just the building. 


The melted street lamps, the parked cars, the asphalt and everything underneath, all of 
it was sucked into the expanding black sphere and disappeared. 


The range of the sphere expanded. Debris next to the building, the pulverized ground, 
the cars and utility poles and fire hydrants, all of it was sucked into the hole as if they 
had tumbled down into it. 

The sphere was black, but not because it had a black color. In fact, it had no color. The 
pull of gravity was so strong that it pulled in the light and trapped it inside the sphere, 


leaving only a color that looked black. 


It was a disaster in the space itself, more terrifying than any explosion or any chemical 
reaction. 


A black hole. 
And the eyes of a dark demon king. 


When they opened, it easily bit through a street corner and swallowed everything in its 
path. 


But it only lasted a moment. Just as soon as it appeared, the black sphere disappeared. 
Residents who lived in some distant buildings were surprisingly safe. They were just 
eyewitnesses to a black space tearing apart the other houses that created a 
nightmarish landscape before it disappeared. 

In the center of that hell—Chuuya was suffering. 

Suffering didn’t even begin to describe it. It was a great pain that felt like the skin on 
his body was twisting and turning, like his eyeball had ruptured, and like every single 
one of his internal organs were being pulverized. It was an intense pain that took on 
the form of an otherworldly beast. 


And he couldn’t even scream. 


The ground looked like it had been scooped up and disappeared. In the middle of that 
scooped up crater was Chuuya, whose body was bent over and collapsed. 
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The surrounding air was quivering with heat. When a black hole disappears, it emits 
strong gamma rays to the surrounding air. The quantity of heat was brighter and 
stronger than any other light source, and melted its surroundings. 

The evaporated pieces of metal floated in the air, making it sparkle. The heat haze that 
was created by the high temperatures beautifully distorted the nearby scenery as it 
danced. In the distance, the melted utility poles were bent and lined up, as if they were 
bowing in apology. 

And even though the black hole had closed, there was still an anomaly in the 
gravitational field. The space around Chuuya in the center of the crater suddenly 
distorted and closed in around him. Like the aftershocks after a major earthquake, the 
space would sometimes convulse, gouge out a piece of the surrounding earth, then 
stop. Everytime it convulsed, Chuuya would feel extreme pain. 

Right next to the suffering Chuuya, a single figure came to a stop. 

The figure looked strange. 

It had black clothes, looked too small to be an adult, and had bandages on its face. 


The stranger thing was that despite the abnormal gravitational pulls, the figure stood 
there calmly. 


“How unsightly, Chuuya.” 
It was a boy. 
The boy casually grabbed Chuuya’s arm and lifted it up. 


At that moment, the abnormal gravitational field that surrounded them immediately 
disappeared, along with the insufferable pain Chuuya had felt. 


“You...” 
“Can’t you at least have a pure, clean death?” 
The boy spoke with a rough voice as he carried Chuuya on his shoulders. 


Then, he started walking. 
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With both the pain and the intense gravitational pull gone, Chuuya’s consciousness 
had rapidly diminished. 


Before the darkness had taken hold, Chuuya looked over the back of the person who 
was carrying him, and spoke with a frustrated voice. 


“Dazai...” 
si sai Saw One ae a 
A meaningless memory played itself over in his mind. 
It was about the time when he had first met Pianoman and the others completely by 
chance at the bar. They had spent the day playing pool and competing for points. They 


all fought over something trivial and threw champagne bottles at each other. 


It was a memory that he had forgotten about. Their laughter was vague, and it was 
hard to tell whether it was real or not. 


That memory started to overlap with what he was seeing. A shadow that had carried 
him on its back dumped him off in an alleyway before walking away. 


It was Dazai’s dark figure. 


Chuuya’s throat tightened with effort as he tried to call out, and he finally regained 
consciousness. Chuuya was in front of that store. 


The billiards bar, “Old World”. 
Chuuya turned his attention from Dazai to the bar. 
The stench of blood was so overwhelming that nothing could hide it. 


Chuuya stood up on shaky legs. Before he had even taken a step, his legs lost their 
strength and he clumsily fell forward. He crawled towards the back of the bar. 


Pianoman. Iceman. Albatross. Doc. 
They were all dead. 


The inside of the bar was destroyed as if a storm had blown through it. 
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The windows were shattered, the pool tables were stuck in the wall, and all the broken 
alcohol bottles decorated the floor. The ability of gravity was to blame for the 
wreckage. 


Four people lay defeated in the center. 

Upon first glance, you could tell that there was no hope of saving them. They looked 
more “broken” than “killed” and it was harder to find a part of them that hadn’t 
sustained damage than parts that had. 

“Chuuya...” 


Chuuya jumped up at the voice as thin as a thread. He rushed towards the voice. 


“Hey! Are you ok?!” Chuuya hurried to Albatross, who had blood dripping from his 
mouth. “Hang on, I’m gonna help you!” 


It was obvious he was already too late. His abdomen was torn so that his bones were 
exposed. 


“My bad, Chuuya... I was done in. I can’t see anything... and I can’t feel my legs...” He 
spoke in a whisper, his eyes unseeing of anything. His legs were completely shattered. 
“But I saved Doc. I grabbed his collar... And pulled him out of the way... Everyone is 
dead... I’m going to die... But Doc... You’ve got to treat him...” 


In Albatross’s right hand was Doc’s collar. He held onto it firmly, like it was an 
important treasure. 


Doc, who had been saved and held tight, had his eyes closed silently. He looked like he 
was sleeping with not a single wound on him. On the upper half of his body. 


He didn’t have the lower half of his body. 


eeceee 


Chuuya made a small noise behind his clenched teeth. With a great deal of willpower, 
he bit back the scream that was threatening to come out. 


“Yeah.” Chuuya spoke in a forcefully flat tone. “Leave Doc to me. It’s because of you 
that he’s saved. That’s the Albatross I know. You should be proud.” 
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“Thank god.” Albatross let out a deep sigh, like he was relieved. The tension 


disappeared from his face. “Chuuya... I have a motorcycle in my garage... For work.. 
For you... You can use it... whenever you'd...” 

Albatross’s hand lost its strength and fell against the floor. 

Albatross, Doc, Pianoman, Iceman... and Lippmann. All of them were dead. 

Chuuya kept his head down and for a while, said nothing. 

He then stood up and checked everyone’s faces, ascertaining that they were dead. 

He wondered how long it had been. There was a sound at the entrance. 
“Chuuya-san.” It was Adam who appeared. His whole body was scorched, one of his 
eyes was broken, and some fluid was leaking out. But he was standing and walking on 


his own two legs. 


“Tell me, toy robot.” Chuuya suddenly said. His voice held no trace of emotion. “Why 
did they have to die?” 


“That’s because.... Verlaine murdered them.” 
“Then why did they have to be murdered?” 


Chuuya’s voice was growing increasingly sharp and frantic, like a creaking jewel that 
was on the verge of shattering. 


“I don’t see the point in verbalizing the reason.” 


“Answer me!” Chuuya shouted. He stared at the floor. “You’re a machine! You’re 
supposed to give me a perfect, objective answer!” 


Adam was silent for a few seconds, his face expressionless like he had lost track of the 
time. But he eventually opened his mouth to speak. 


“It is Chuuya-san’s fault.” Adam’s voice lacked any intonation. “Because Chuuya-san 
decided to stay in the mafia. Verlaine thought it was because of their existence, and 
decided to kill them. And for that same reason, he will continue to kill.” 


Then silence. 


“You're right. It’s my fault.” Chuuya abruptly said. 
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He then turned to look at Adam. 
“Toy robot, I’ll lend you a hand with your job.” 


Chuuya walked forward, one step at a time. Slowly, step by step, like he was trampling 
on the floor. 


“We'll find him, but I won’t let him be arrested—I’m gonna kill him.” 
He didn’t speak in a plain, regular voice. He uttered a jet-black mantra from the 
deepest, darkest parts of hell. A dark mantra that once spoken, could never be taken 


back. 


“The mafia doesn’t forgive those who kill our family.” 


7] 
[CODE; 02] Dead people don’t have emotions 


My name is Adam Frankenstein. I’m a super-calculator that can sing and dance for the 
Europole authorities. 


Really. There is nothing I can’t do. 
The weather was very nice that day. 


The sunlight pierced through the clear blue sky and showered the ground. It’s rays 
reflected glittering light against the windows of buildings, similar to a showcase at a 
jewelry shop. That light was like a program, both inorganic and systematic. I felt it was 
beauty made for a machine like me more so than humans. 


I was walking down a main street with a paper bag held against my chest. 


Inside were chocolates, hard candies, and various types of gummy bears. All of them 
were for my future partner—Chuuya-san. 


Just as charging was a necessity for a machine like me to function, consuming sugar 
was necessary for humans to perform their daily activities. And more than anything, 
the consumption of sugar increased their overall feelings of happiness. Worrying about 
the happiness of my partner—I really am a fantastic investigator. Much better than a 
human would be. 


I continued walking towards my destination, receiving strange looks from the 
residents of this foreign country as I passed. 


On the way there, when I passed by a stall on the street corner, a fantastic idea flashed 
in my mind. If you want to get sugar, or rather glucose, into your brain efficiently, you 
should put powdered sugar directly into your mouth. That’s the most efficient way. So 
I bought a plastic bag of powdered sugar at the corner stand. 


At about the same time, the customer next to me was buying an item I had never seen 
before. 


“What is this?” I asked the clerk. 


“What, you don’t know? It’s gum.” 
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My education module was fully equipped with knowledge relating to investigating, but 
it still lacked such knowledge outside of that expertise. To compensate for my lack of 
knowledge, I immediately bought the item. 


I walked along a stone-paved alleyway, passing through a residential district lined with 
European style brick buildings. A fresh breeze was blowing. The outer layer of my skin 
that was damaged by yesterday’s flames had been restored and now functioned 
properly. My damaged parts had also been replaced with new ones. In other words, ’'m 
good as new and feeling revitalized. I’m sure that if I were a human, I would be 
humming a song right now. 


While walking, I tossed a piece of the gum I had bought earlier in my mouth. Almost 
immediately, I noticed that my XP gauge drastically increased. 


It was amazing, this unknown flavor. 

I chewed on the gum for several seconds before swallowing it with a gulp. 

One more piece. There were eight sheet-like pieces of the gum stored back to back in 
their container. Eaten like this, there soon wouldn’t be any left. The one fault to this 


thing called gum was that each product was packaged with a low quantity. 


After swallowing and reaching for a third piece, I arrived at the place I was supposed to 
meet with Chuuya-san. 


I opened the building’s door and loudly called out a greeting. 
“Good afternoon!” 
I was in a church. 


There were over a hundred attendees sitting on either side of the chapel. Everyone was 
dressed in black and silently hanging their heads. There was a boys choir clad in red 
robes, their voices high and gentle as they mourned for the dead. The ceiling of the 
church was so high, the wavelengths of the boys’ singing voices reflected against one 
another, causing a resonating sound you could hear throughout the entire church. 
Perhaps due to that the atmosphere in the church became otherworldly, like it was a 
place between heaven and the earth. 


And in the middle of that wide, lonely chapel were five caskets. 


They weren’t fancy, but they looked expensive. The caskets were covered with a black 
cloth. 
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On either side of the caskets, a number of people dressed in black who looked like 
family members hung their heads as they sobbed. 


I looked around the chapel and found Chuuya-san sitting with a group of people on a 
bench. I walked towards them. 


“Chuuya-san, I’ve come to pick you up.” 

I raised my voice so as not to be drowned out by the choir. 

“Shut it. We’re in the middle of a funeral.” 

Chuuya-san kept his eyes fixed on the caskets as he replied with a quiet voice. 


I thought for a little bit before speaking. “I know.” And then I continued. “I have 
information regarding Verlaine.” 


“We’ll deal with it later.” 


He continued to face forward while he said that. His mimetic muscles looked stiff, and 
the skin between his forehead and eyebrows were slightly wrinkled. I had an extensive 
knowledge concerning the emotional reactions of human beings. This was the facial 
expression of a human who had some kind of stress. Measures needed to be taken. 
“Would you like some chocolate?” 


“I said I’ll deal with you later!” 


Chuuya-san shouted. The floor trembled due to the force. A few of the funeral goers 
simultaneously turned their heads around. 


Chuuya-san silently glared at me. After I carefully scrutinized the order I had been 
given, I gave him an answer. “Understood. So, how many minutes will this ‘later’ be?” 


Chuuya-san took a sharp breath, intending to shout something at me, but stopped. He 
then spoke in a tight, murderous voice. “I hate the fact that I teamed up with you. Don’t 
you get it? This is a funeral. My friends’ funeral. They’re all dead. It took the mortician 
eight hours to make them presentable. All because they were smashed to—all because 
of me. So, I have to send them off, otherwise they’d blame me.” 


What an illogical statement. I answered him. “Please don’t worry, Chuuya-san. 
Humans who have ceased to function don’t hold any grudges.” 
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“What did you say?!” 


Chuuya-san stood up, grabbing me by the collar. 

“That’s enough, Chuuya-kun.” 

One of the guests sitting next to Chuuya-san suddenly spoke. 

It was a thin man who sat with his back straight. He had black hair that was smoothed 
down behind him, and quietly crossed his legs. The man was probably in his thirties. 
He was wearing the most expensive clothes out of anyone in the chapel. 

“It’s exactly as Investigator-dono has said. Dead people don’t have emotions. Things 
like funerals and revenge are all done for the living.” The man was facing forward and 
even though his voice was quiet, it reverberated with the oppressing authority of a 
leader. “So act, Chuuya-kun, before there’s another death. —You said you had 
information about Verlaine, Investigator-dono?” 

That last question was directed towards me. 

“Yes. I’ve obtained information regarding Verlaine’s hideout. From there, it will be 
possible to determine who his next target is. However, to advance forward, I'll need 
Chuuya-san’s cooperation. So, Chuuya-san, please tell me how many minutes I should 
wait. Will five minutes be enough?” 


Chuuya looked at me with a scowl on his face. 


“He doesn’t need five minutes. Isn’t that right, Chuuya-kun?” The man next to him 
spoke in a kind voice. 


“Yeah.” 


Chuuya-san grabbed my arm and started walking, saying, “Let’s go. We can’t talk 
here.” 


I followed his orders. 


re oe oe OC aK aK «eK 


Chuuya-san walked down an alleyway at a fast pace. I matched his speed as I followed 
him. 
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Once we were far enough away from the church, Chuuya-san turned around. 


“I have one thing I want to say to you, toy robot. I don’t like you. That said, your 
mechanical features can be useful, so I'll allow you to accompany me. Instead, obey my 
orders no matter what. Prioritize my orders over the ones you received from your 
headquarters. Otherwise, we can’t work together.” 


“You want me to override my previous orders?” 

“That’s right.” 

I thought about this situation logically. The highest order of command I follow are my 
superiors for this investigation, the next is the professor, Dr. Wollstonecraft. If I 
disregard that chain of command and place Chuuya-san first, my very reason for 
existence—which was to give top-priority to missions—would be negated. On the other 


hand, if I don’t follow his instructions and override my orders, my mission ends here. 


This was a contradictory set of instructions, as if he were saying, “Obey my orders, but 
don’t obey them.” 


If any other AI were placed under such contradictions, they would need to use infinite 
thought resources which causes their ability to function to decrease. But I’m the latest 
AI model. The professor predicted a situation like this one might arise and included a 
subroutine to help settle those contradictions. 

The solution was quite simple. 

—“Follow your heart”. 

“Orders approved. Overriding the command system protocol.” I got down on one knee 
and lowered my head, giving him a respectful bow. “I have now made Chuuya-sama? 
the highest commander of this machine. Please give me any orders you wish.” 


Chuuya-sama looked at me in surprise. “Is it really ok?” 


“Yes. If it is Chuuya-sama giving me the order, nothing you ask of me will be an 
inconvenience.” 


Chuuya-sama widened his eyes, then covered his face as he let out a heavy sigh. 


> As most of you know, -sama is similar to “master”, which is why Chuuya is uncomfortable. It would typically only 
be used for kings, someone you absolutely worship, kinky stuff in bed, etc. 
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“Ugh, honestly... Even though you’re a machine, I don’t have the slightest clue on how 
to figure you out. Also, what’s with calling me, ‘Chuuya-sama’ all of a sudden?” 


“It’s the default name given to my highest ranking superiors.” 
“Can you change it?” 


“Itis possible to change it. But if it’s changed, then you won’t be my highest 
commander anymore. Is that ok?” 


“No, it’s not.” Chuuya-sama said with a fed up look on his face. “Ahh, enough. We’re 
wasting time talking about this. Now, tell me the results of your investigation. You said 
there was new info on Verlaine?” 


“Yes, I’ll tell you. But first, do you want a piece of gum?” 


I stood up and offered him a piece of the gum from before. Before giving a long 
explanation, it’s considerate to give the other party something light to eat to reduce 
the stress load. 


Chuuya-sama looked at the gum, looked at me, then looked at the gum, and said with a 
bewildered look, “I don’t want one.” 


Too bad. “Then, I’ll have it.” I peeled off the wrapping paper and threw the gum in my 
mouth, chewing on it several times before swallowing with a gulp. Amazing. 


Chuuya-sama looked at me with a strange look on his face. 


“Now then, let me explain.” I said. “First, let’s get on the same page. Verlaine is an 
assassin, so when he enters a country he can’t loudly announce his arrival at the 
airport. That would make it very difficult to move afterwards. Normal criminals would 
wear a disguise and use a fake passport to get into the country, but Verlaine is a lone 
wolf who doesn’t rely on anyone. He has no trusted companions to provide him a 
passport or help him into the country. Meaning, he has to pay those who deal with 
illegal immigration to smuggle him in. Do you understand so far?” 


While I was asking that, I popped another piece of the gum in my mouth and 
swallowed it. As he was watching me, Chuuya-sama let out a small groan of disgust. 
Will this make my stomach hurt or something? 


“But this time around, Verlaine’s options for smugglers were very limited since 
smugglers tend to be cowardly and rely on connections. In other words, these 
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smugglers have asylum or a beneficiary relationship with illegal organizations like the 
Port Mafia.” 


“Abh, that makes sense. He can’t use somebody who would betray him and take the 
Port Mafia’s side.” Chuuya-sama nodded. “You’re very knowledgeable about this.” 


“That’s because AI investigators are superior to human ones.” I chewed and swallowed 
another piece of the gum. “From there, we cross-checked the lists of smugglers from 
the Japanese police’s database and the Port Mafia’s database, and found some 
smugglers who slipped through the cracks of the mafia’s database.” 


“The police’s and the mafia’s database? How’d you do that?” 


“I hacked into it.” I said. I was a machine that could even hack into a moving car’s 
smart drive system. Browsing through a database was as easy as breathing. Or, what I 
imagine breathing would feel like. “There were four smugglers this applied to. I 
investigated each one this morning and found the smugglers that brought Verlaine in.” 


“Haha, it’s good to know you have other strong points aside from billiards.” 
Chuuya-sama raised his eyebrows. “And? Did you hang them upside down until they 
spilled the beans?” 


“No. Even though this machine has that function, if I had copied their behavior and 
acted violently, Verlaine would have noticed.” I shook my head. “Instead, I found the 
goods he requested and the details of their payment. As I’m sure you’re aware, 
Chuuya-sama, most illegal smugglers are already distributors for their home country.” 
I said, eating two more pieces of the gum. “These distributors arrange for cars, guns, 
hideouts, and underground doctors at a price. Verlaine requested three items from 
them.” 


“One of them was a hideout?” 


“Unfortunately.” I shook my head. “But I acquired a clue towards his next course of 
action. First, take a look at this.” 


I handed him a photo of a branch from a white birch tree. It’s width and length were 
about the size of a wrist. 


“What is this?” 


“A branch from a white birch tree. Before Verlaine leaves the scene of a crime, he 
carves a cross into the wood of a birch that grows near there. It’s his signature, and 
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there have been no exceptions thus far. This time he received four branches from the 
smugglers. And—” 


I gave him one more photo. 

“One of them was found at the billiards bar.” 

There was a jagged hand carved cross that had fallen to the floor. It was hard to tell 
because the wood on the floor was smashed, but it was clearly a different material 
from the rest of the debris. 

Awrinkle formed between Chuuya-sama’s eyebrows. 

“Meaning, there are three left.” 

“Yes. I believe that’s the number of targets he’s aiming for.” 

—I will assassinate anyone who is close to you. 

That was what Verlaine had said. 

I have no way of knowing who to select as people close to Chuuya-sama. They could 
even be traitors to the mafia. But at the very least, we know Verlaine is going to 
continue his work here in Japan three more times. 

“This is a good opportunity for us.” I said. “Verlaine is elusive and holds an absolute 
predominance over the battlefield. There’s no winning a head-on attack, but he is an 
assassin. An assassin who places emphasis on procedures and rituals, nonetheless. It’s 
almost certain he will strike his next target, so if we know who that target is 
beforehand, we can place a trap and wait.” 


“That’s true.” Chuuya-sama nodded. “So, do you have any idea who his next target is?” 


“It’s hard for me to tell.” I handed him the next photos. “There were two more things 
he bought from the smuggler, shown here in these photos.” 


One was a manufacturer's license for an auto parts assembly factory. 
The other one was the body of a rather old, blue flip phone. 
“I believe these are necessary preparations for his next assassination.” I continued. 


“But I need Chuuya-sama’s help from here. Verlaine’s aiming for people who are close 
to Chuuya-sama. Would you happen to have an idea on who they might be?” 
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Chuuya-sama didn’t answer my question, and stared intently at the photo through 
narrowed eyes. 


Almost as if he could see the face of someone important to him etched in the photo. 


“A factory, huh?” Chuuya-sama seemed to spit those words out. “Dammit, I know who 
his next target is.” 


Chuuya crumbled the picture up into a circle in aggravation. Then, he began to walk 
away quickly. 


“Let’s go.” 
“Where are we going?” 


Without answering my question, Chuuya-sama stole the last piece of gum from me and 
threw it into his mouth. 


While he was walking, he started to blow into the gum he was chewing, causing the 
gum to change shape into a spherical balloon on the edge of his lips. 


The shock I felt at that moment couldn’t be expressed into words. 
So that’s what it’s for?! 

>> +> >> ) «HK «HK «HK 
That boy was in a factory. 
It was an auto parts assembly factory with a high roof and the smell of mechanic oil 
drifting through the air. There was the sound of a welding machine somewhere, and 
the sound of sparks as they flew through the air. But because the factory grounds were 
so large, it was difficult to tell where it was coming from. 
Scorched metal parts drifted down a conveyor belt. 
The boy used a rivet to weld the parts, wiped off the oil with a cloth, and shaved off the 
burrs with a golden rasp. That was his job. After a few seconds, the same kinds of parts 


would drift down once more. The boy welded, wiped them, and shaved the burrs off. 
More parts drifted down. Weld, wipe, shave. Weld, wipe, shave. Weld, wipe, shave. 
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And every time the parts flowed down the belt, the boy thought the same thing—God, 
I’m so sick of this. Once I’m done with the next part, I’m throwing in the towel and 
going home. 


He thought the same thing over and over during the course of his work until a bell 
rang. That bell signified that there was only five more minutes left of work. And for 
those five minutes until that final bell rang, he felt a little more like a human being. He 
didn’t think of anything, just moved his hands earnestly. 

Once work was over, his coworkers called out to him and asked, “Hey! Wanna grab a 
bite to eat with us?”, to which he got out of after giving an appropriate answer. He 
changed his clothes and left the factory without meeting the eyes of anyone. 

I want to leave as soon as possible. This isn’t where I’m supposed to be. 

But leaving that day wasn’t so easy. 

Someone called out to stop him right as he was leaving the factory grounds. The boy 
was about to ignore it, but stopped when he recognized just who it was calling out to 
him. 

“Manager.” The boy said. “Did you need something?” 

“Abh, you, oh you. Sorry, but would mind coming with me for a second?” 

The factory manager was the highest authority in the entire factory, with a head of 
gray hair and glasses on his face. How troubling. The factory manager seldom spoke 
with end-line workers such as the boy. He only ever saw the factory manager’s face on 
a picture on the workshop’s wall. 


“No, uh, I was just on my way out.” The boy said bluntly. 


“Never mind that, just come with me. You have a visitor who’s waiting for you. Come 
on, hurry.” 


The factory manager grabbed the boy's hand. As he was trying to break free, he 
realized the manager’s hands were shaking and the blood had drained from his face. 
The manager was always worried about how long employees were working. 


The factory manager was scared of something. 


He had no choice but to follow him. 


8] 
They were heading towards a reception room. It was the only place in the factory that 


they had spent money on. From behind the oak doors decorated with gold, the scent of 
coffee drifted through the air. He had made a drink for whoever was waiting. 

The boy had no idea who it could be. A visitor? I don’t have any friends who try and 
contact me. Just a year ago, I had tons of friends who would have come just to see the 
color of my face. But now, no one comes to visit me. No one. 

So who in the world could have come? 

The factory manager knocked on the door before entering. The boy followed. 

And the person who’s face he saw there was the last person he was expecting to see. 


“ .. chuuya.” 


There were two people in the reception room. One was a tall European in a blue suit, 
probably a detective. 


And the other one was Nakahara Chuuya. His old friend. 
Chuuya looked at the boy, his face devoid of expression, and stood up. 
“Shirase.” Chuuya spoke in a low, intense voice. “It’s been a while.” 
The boy called Shirase grabbed a flower vase that was within reach. 
And threw it at Chuuya. 

sb oi baie Cane anc aan 
This was an unexpected situation. 


I thought that there would surely be excitement and hugs of joy at this reunion. That’s 
what happened in most of the films I watched to study up on human beings. 


But the boy with the name Shirase had thrown a vase. 


I tried to stop the vase, but I didn’t make it in time. It hit Chuuya-sama directly on the 
forehead and dramatically broke apart. The pieces flew in the air at a rather 
preposterous speed. I quickly realized that it was a result of his gravity manipulation, 
and the moment it had touched him he used his ability to break the vase apart. So, the 
impact wouldn’t have caused any pain. 
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But unfortunately, there were live flowers in the vase. 

Meaning, there was water. 

As water dripped down from his head, Chuuya-sama said, “What the hell are you 
doing, Shirase?” His voice was flat and emotionless, like he wasn’t the least bit 
surprised. “This is cold, you know.” 

“Come on, now, Chuuya, you’re a smart guy.” Shirase-san twisted his lips as he 
laughed. “I know it’s been a year, but don’t tell me you’ve forgotten what you did to 
me—what you did to the Sheep?” 

Chuuya-sama looked at him with calm eyes. He didn’t say anything. Shirase-san 
silently stared at him with eyes that could kill. When the vase broke, the factory 


manager screamed, “Eek!” and ran away. 


I didn’t know what the meaning of this silence was, but we wouldn’t get anywhere in 
this state. It was time for me to take over. 


“Um... Shirase-san. It’s nice to meet you. The weather was nice today, wasn’t it?” I 
heard that when you meet someone for the first time, it’s best to talk about the 
weather. “Actually, we have something important to talk to you about. Something very 
important. Let’s sit down and talk.” 

“I’m not talking with the likes of you.” 

As he said that, Shirase-san left the room. 

“Wait, Shirase. Where do you think you’re going?” 

“I’m done with work, so I’m heading home!” 


I stood up and chased after him. I couldn’t afford to lose sight of him. 


But Chuuya-sama stood motionlessly in the same spot. In fact, he hadn’t moved his 
gaze away or changed his expression whatsoever. What could have happened? 


Come to think of it, given Chuuya-sama’s reaction speed, he could have easily avoided 
that vase. But he didn’t. I wonder why? 


I’m a computer, so I don’t have troublesome things like emotions in my system. But I 
do incorporate a feature that mimics emotions in my decision-making module so I 
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look natural when investigating with people (I often think it would be much easier to 


investigate if I didn’t have this). So it is possible for me to reenact emotions like 
astonishment and excitement to some extent. It is also possible for me to make an 
inference on other people’s emotions. 

But even I have no idea why Chuuya-sama didn’t avoid that vase. 


“Let’s go after him.” I hesitantly called out to him. “Chuuya-sama, are you ok?” 


While the water dripped down from his head, Chuuya-sama let a laugh escape from 
the corners of his lips. “Geez, I knew this was gonna happen.” 


We caught up to Shirase-san, who was walking down the hallway. “Please wait, 
Shirase-san! We need your cooperation.” 


“Is that so? Then tough luck. I was a little shocked, but I know what you’re up to. Even 
if l was given a hundred billion bucks, I wouldn’t cooperate with the likes of Chuuya.” 
Shirase-san doesn’t slow down. 


“But, thinking about this logically, you should help.” 


“Who the hell are you, anyways? It pisses me off when you say it like that. You’re telling 
me to cooperate with him, knowing what he did?” 


Shirase-san looked over his shoulder, glaring at me in a threatening way. 


There was no point in glaring at me like that since I don’t feel anything when 
threatened. But with that expression, I was able to understand Shirase-san’s feelings. 


It was loathing. 

“A year ago, this bastard destroyed our organization. The Port Mafia attacked us. We 
were robbed of our homes and scattered across the country to stop us from reuniting. 
All of us, except for Chuuya. What do you think he did instead? He shamelessly joined 
the Port Mafia! He sold us out to the Port Mafia, completely forgetting about the debt 


he owed us!” 


I compared this to the information in my entry logs. It didn’t match. This was different 
from the truth. 


He should be corrected. 


However, Chuuya-sama stayed quiet. It didn’t look like he was going to say anything. 


90 


“And now I’m here. Only I got to stay in Yokohama, forced to work under close 
supervision. Do you know what this is, Chuuya?” 


Shirase-san lifted his arm up, showing off his wristwatch. 
Chuuya-sama looked at it and replied, “Who knows?” 


“It’s a high end Swiss-made wristwatch.” I said, browsing through my storage of 
knowledge. 


“That’s right. It’s the last expensive item I own. Back in the Sheep, I’d buy items like 
this every month. But now, I don’t know when I’m gonna have to sell it. Where I’m 
working now is a simple job that anyone can do, and the pay sucks. As things are, I 
won’t be able to keep reserve funds for when I rebuild the organization.” 

“Rebuild the organization?” Chuuya-sama’s expression changed. 

“That’s right. I won’t be a smoldering ember forever, you know. I’ve been preparing 
weapons and connections all this time. If it’s me, I can do it. If it’s me, I can build the 
Sheep back up to its former glory and become an even greater king than you were!” 
Chuuya-sama scowled. “You could never do what I did.” 

“What did you say?!” 

“Alright, please calm down.” 

We were straying further and further from the main topic, so I had no choice but to 
step in. Humans sure do love arguing over such inconsequential matters when it’s 


obvious the case should be taking priority. 


“Shirase-san, there seems to be a misunderstanding. According to my records, 
Chuuya-sama left for—” 


“Don’t. I'll talk to him.” Chuuya-sama suddenly pushed himself forward. “Listen up, 
Shirase. There’s only one thing you need to know—As things stand, you'll die. Either 
today or tomorrow.” 


“Huh?” 


Both Shirase-san’s eyes and mouth widened. 
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“A monsterous hitman by the name of Verlaine was sent to kill you. My goal is to kill 
him, so I need your cooperation.” 


“What? What do you mean a hitman?” Shirase-san’s expression showed just how 
confused he was. “Why me?” 


“He thinks that if you die, there won’t be any reason for me to stay in the mafia.” 
“What the hell... How can you tell?” 


“Because I know how a crazy assassin thinks.” Chuuya-sama declared, leaving no room 
for arguments. “At any rate, he’s strong. If we were to face him head on there’d be a 
considerable amount of damage, even with the whole mafia fighting. Which is why I 
will set up a trap that is sure to kill him. I’ll get him from behind when he comes to 
assassinate you. If we can catch him off guard and land one good attack on him, even a 
powerful ability user will be beaten hands down... Kind of like that time when you 
stabbed me in the back.” 


Chuuya-sama’s eyes were sharp, as if they were harboring some other kind of 
emotion. And even with my emotion mimicking module, there was no way for me to 
tell the true nature of that faint emotion. 

“Wait, wait. Let me get this straight.” Shirase-san waved his hands and spoke with a 
voice that showed his foul mood. “There’s a hitman called Verlaine. You guys can’t beat 
him. So you want to use me as bait to lure him out. And then you want me to sit quietly 
in a trap knowing I’m gonna be killed without running away.... Is that what you’re 
telling me?” 

Chuuya-sama wore a complicated expression on his face and didn’t reply. 

It can’t be helped. I answered his question. 

“Yes, that seems to be the gist of it.” 

“Huh?! What a load of shit! Who would willingly go along with being your bait?!” 
Chuuya spoke with a sharp voice. “Right? But you don’t have the luxury of choice.” 


“What?” 


“You're right, you are the bait. But so what? We don’t necessarily need you, he’s still got 
two more targets. We’d be fine with setting up a trap using one of them. But you’re 
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different. If you reject our offer, you will most definitely die. So cooperate with us, 
Shirase. Because if you don’t, you'll just die!” 


Chuuya-sama shouted as if he were rejecting the notion. 


The two glared at each other. Neither of them said anything as they read the other’s 
facial expression, almost like they were trying to find something in their depths. 


Eventually, Shirase-san broke the silence. 

“Abh...yeah yeah. I got it.” As he said that, Shirase-san turned back around and started 
walking. “No matter what you do, you have the pretension of a king. Just as I’d expect 
from you.” 

At that time, we were walking through the factory’s parking lot. There was an 
abundance of cars crouched down, loyally awaiting their masters (and unlike humans, 


they don’t ignore their missions because of emotions. It’s a refreshing sight). 


Shirase-san walked to a small motorbike, probably used for his daily commute. While 
taking a helmet out of the basket, he looked towards us. 


“Since I’ve got no choice, I’ll do it. Show me where you'll be setting up this trap. I can 
follow along on my bike...” 


Right as I let out a relieved smile, something crashed into the side of my head. 


Shirase-san had thrown a helmet. The moment the impact hit, my vision had danced 
around. 


Shirase-san threw another helmet that was aimed at Chuuya-sama. Right before it had 
hit him square in the face, Chuuya-sama grabbed the helmet. 


Shirase-san climbed atop his motorcycle and started up the engine. 
“Hahaha! I won’t get involved based on the words of a traitor!” 

As he said that, he suddenly accelerated his motorbike and drove off. 
“Ouch...” 


Iran a self-diagnostic report. Impact detected on the head. No internal parts sustained 
damage. There’s no delay in signals. It just startled me. 
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Chuuya-sama faced forward as if he were bored with holding the helmet in his hands. 


“Man... What do you think you’re doing, running away like that?” 
He let out a single, heavy sigh and tossed the helmet off to the side. 


Then, he jumped. Wielding his gravity manipulation, he landed on the roof of a parked 
car nearby. 


“Don’t be late, toy robot. If you are, I’ll leave you behind.” 

With that, he started running after him. 

I couldn’t afford to be left behind. 

Chuuya-sama’s movements were better described as gliding than running. 


By shifting the force of gravity that weighed him down to creating a force that 
propelled him forward, he’s able to jump ahead like a frisbee. He could jump over a 
block in one step and easily overtake a moving vehicle. 


I mobilized the actuators on my knees and chased after Chuuya-sama. I jumped over 
the factory grounds and landed sideways on a sign before soaring over the heads of the 
pedestrians down below. 


At the same time, I tried to pin down the escaped Shirase-san’s whereabouts by using 
electrical signals, but I received no reply. I tried hacking into the traffic control 
network, but didn’t find any information relating to his vehicle. It looked like 
Shirase-san was using a motorbike that didn’t have a system connected to the outside 
world and only had a mobility function. In short, it was a cheap model. 


Though being cheap puts us at a disadvantage. Unlike with Verlaine’s car, his bike 
couldn’t be controlled remotely. There was no choice but to catch up to him and 
physically stop him. 


It’s a little more effort than it’s worth, but I decided to get a bit rough. 


While running, I accessed ORBIS*. Through this previously built tool, I can forcibly 
obtain admin access and display it as a screen over my field of vision. It steals data only 
available to the traffic police and can recognize the surrounding cars all at once. And 
search for them. 


+] think ORBIS is a satellite, though I’m not completely sure. Most of what came up on Google was a company name, 
which I almost guarantee is not what Adam is talking about 
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Found him. One block to the north, and two blocks to the west. He was riding north 
towards a main road on a residential street, his engine roaring loudly. The system was 
easily able to mark him because of his obvious speeding. 


“Chuuya-sama! Towards the northwest!” 
While shouting, I jumped over a truck and crossed the street. 


Chuuya-sama and I sprinted over a flock of cars as we headed west. A group of 
onlookers stared at us in astonishment. 


I connected to the traffic cameras and saw Shirase-san’s motorbike run through a red 
light, appearing as though he were heading towards another residential street. It was a 
reckless move. But fortunately for Shirase-san, and just as unfortunately for us, that 
road was narrow and without traffic cameras. Meaning, there was no way for us to 
pursue him through videofeed. 


Chuuya-sama and I stepped over hedges, kicked off roofs, and jumped over telephone 
poles as we chased him. The asphalt I had kicked to help me accelerate broke and 
scattered debris behind me. 


Chuuya-sama and I were running at a speed slightly faster than Shirase-san’s 
motorbike. There weren’t any laws in this country that limited how fast pedestrians 
could go. It was an oversight of the human politicians. If it were me, I wouldn’t have 
forgotten to make a law that arrests speeding androids. 


“I hear something running. I’m going on ahead!” 

Chuuya-sama completely erased his own gravity to float in the air. He kicked off the 
wall of a building and disappeared into the cityscape. I had to hurry and catch up. 
Chuuya-sama may have a gravitational ability but, to be quite honest, I clearly outclass 


him in leg length. I won’t lose. 


We were in a residential district with lots of narrow alleyways. According to my 
calculations, we should be able to catch up to Shirase-san in about 27 seconds. 


If Chuuya-sama blocks him off in the front and I bring up the rear, Shirase-san will 
have no choice but to give up. Perfect. 


However, later I remembered what Dr. Wollstonecraft was always saying. 
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The minute you think your job is going well, he comes. That monster known as failure 
always comes to catch and eat the pitiful prey that holds the scent of success. 


It turned out exactly as she said. 
As I turned to follow Chuuya-sama around a corner, I heard a loud voice. 
“Don’t go over there, toy robot! Hide!” 


But it was too late. When I turned the corner, I bore witness to the situation in front of 
me. 


Or rather, this situation was something that could have been predicted. There were 
plenty of signs. 


Shirase-san’s history. He had said that he was making preparations to rebuild his 
organization. Back in the reception room, when the factory manager had passed by 
Shirase-san, he was strangely nervous. And then afterwards, he had escaped. 
Shirase-san was in the middle of an intersection. 

And he was completely surrounded... 


...by police cars. 


“Shirase Buichirou! You are under arrest on the suspicion of possessing illegal 
weapons!” 


Shirase-san was being arrested by a large policeman, his head pressed up against a 
police car. 


“Let go! Dammit, let go of me! I’m the next king!” 


Shirase-san was writhing underneath him, but according to my calculations, he would 
need thirty-nine more people to get out of those restraints. 


A voice came from inside the police car. 
“Are you there, Chuuya? Has your subordinate been causing some trouble?” It was a 
mature voice. That tranquil voice sounded out of place, for some reason. “Come out 


and help him.” 


And then, a man appeared. 
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He was a dull looking detective who had to be over forty years old. 


He wore leather shoes that have long since lost their shine and had on a dark green 
overcoat that looked like it’s become a part of his skin after many years of wearing it. 
His weight looked a little bit on the lighter side, and he had a fuzz of hair on his head. 
He wore a soft smile on his face. 


“I’m not his subordinate! I’m the king!” Shirase-san was still kicking and struggling. 


“Yeah, yeah. Keep on struggling, your majesty. I don’t care for small fries like you.” The 
detective said, whacking Shirase-san’s head. 


Chuuya-sama gave a click of his tongue. 

“So you’ve been letting him roam free from the very beginning, Detective.” 
Chuuya-sama said as he appeared before the police. 

“Ohhh, how are you, Chuuya? Have you been getting enough to eat?” 


The detective in the green overcoat spread his arms wide, as if he were talking to an 
old friend. But I get the feeling they weren’t really friends. 


“If you don’t eat properly, you won’t grow taller~ So make sure you eat. And go to 
school. Set aside some money and think about your future. Don’t play in the dark. 
Though I guess, it’s fine to do a little bit of it while you’re young. Also—” Detective-san 
laughed and punched Shirase-san’s body. “Choose your friends wisely.” 


“Nakahara Chuuya-dono. We'd like you to accompany us to the station on the 
suspicion of conspiring with Shirase.” 


A young police officer came to stand next to Chuuya-sama. His expression was hard 
and cold with the meticulousness of a machine. Of course, he hadn’t quite reached 
machine level yet. 


“I see. The timing for this wasn’t coincidental, was it?” Chuuya-sama looked at the 
police officer with a sharp look. “The factory manager’s your pawn. You had him keep 
watch over Shirase, waiting to lure me in.” 


“Fufu. Unlike you, the young master over here is kind to his elders.” As he said that, 
Detective-san gave another light punch to Shirase-san. “I easily got evidence of him 
possessing illegal weapons.” 
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“You're lying! There’s no way you caught wind of my perfect plan! Chuuya, you ratted 
me out again, didn’t you?!” 


Detective-san gave a side glance to Shirase-san, then shrugged his shoulders. “Didn't I 
tell you? Choose your friends wisely.” 


Chuuya-sama sighed and spoke with a bitter expression on his face. 


“Hey, Detective. I’m well aware of his crimes, but can you wait one more day? We’re in 
the middle of an organizational dispute and I’ve got to protect him.” 


Detective-san stared at him blankly before letting out a weak laugh. 


“In that case, don’t worry. We’ll protect him.” He took out a pair of handcuffs and 
rattled them around near his face. “In jail, that is. Why don’t you come with us?” 


Detective-san gave a signal with his chin and an officer pushed Shirase-san into the 
police car. 


There was nothing we could do. Chuuya-sama’s expression said it all. 
eases Dammit....” 


Chuuya-sama clenched his teeth together, keeping the curse in the darkness behind 
them. 


>> +> >> o) “HK «HK «HK 
I was once asked by the professor, “What does it feel like to be a machine?” 
I couldn’t answer that question. Being a machine only felt like being a machine. It was 
exceedingly level, naturally, with no incidental conditions. So I answered with that, and 
added, “Professor, what does it feel like to be human?” 
She had folded her arms, said nothing, then let out a troubled laugh. 


To be human and the feeling it brings. 


You could say that that’s the origin of this case, and the most important part of it. 
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Verlaine had said that he wasn’t human. It was such an important matter that he would 


turn the world upside down for it. For him, whether or not he was human was an 
importantly fatal question that affected what he did now and what he did in the future. 
How strange. What does it matter if you’re human or not? 


With that in mind, I turned to Chuuya-sama. 
“Chuuya-sama.” 

“Chuuya-sama.” 

“...What?” 


“It’s your turn. ‘The game of discovering the strangeness of humans’.” 
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Tr ” Chuuya-sama didn’t answer. 


“Now to hear from this machine.” I knocked both of my palms against the desk. “‘Uhhh, 
a strange thing about humans... For whatever reason, they’re ashamed to have their 
bodies make any sound aside from their voice, like burping or passing gas.’ Ok, next.” 


I tapped the desk to indicate Chuuya-sama’s turn. He looked at me and let out a long 
sigh. 


“Haaaa...” 
What a strange answer. 


“‘Haaaa’, indeed. Thank you for your answer. Now to this machine. ‘When women 
describe another woman as a sweetheart, it usually means that she’s not sweet. The 
reason is unknown. When describing her as a super sweet girl, they’re really saying, 
‘she’s got a terrible personality.” Tap tap. “Now for Chuuya-sama.” 


“Ahhhh....” Chuuya-sama spoke in a sluggish manner. 


“Thank you for your reply. Once again, back to this machine. ‘When using the 
bathroom, there’s a mysterious protocol that men have to raise the toilet seats. Women 
don’t. Why? Sitting down would keep substances from splashing everywhere. 
Specifically the small-” 
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“Stop it! That’s dirty!” Chuuya-sama shouted. 


I tilted my head. “Dirty? They finished cleaning this room 92 minutes ago.” 


“That’s not...” Chuuya-sama aggressively scratched his head. “Argh, enough! Get me 
out of here!” 


We were in the city police’s interrogation room. 


The moss green walls were full of tobacco stains. All the four-legged chairs had loose 
screws, causing them to shake with a rattle if you tried to move. There were water 
stains and scratch marks left behind by someone’s hand on the desk. The water stains 
were likely the remnants of a suspect’s tears. 


After we were asked to voluntarily accompany the city police, they brought us to this 
room and told us to wait a while. We could easily break out, but it would be quite the 
hassle if we didn’t go through the legal procedures. It was better for us to wait for the 
Port Mafia’s legal advisor’s to arrive. 

Though I must say, being detained by the police as an investigator was quite a valuable, 
exciting experience. It’s a good thing I hid my position. Thank goodness for 
investigative protocol. 

“You’re prohibited from continuing this game. Got it?” 

“Is that an order?” 


“It’s an order.” 


There’s nothing I can do about it since it was an order. “Understood. I won’t do ‘the 
game of discovering the strangeness of humans’ ever again.” 


Chuuya-sama looked at me with a tired look on his face. “You’re making quite a 
disappointed face right about now...” 


There wasn’t a mirror in this room, so I couldn’t check what expression I was making. 
“Haaa... Never mind. So? Will they release Shirase?” 

“It’s possible. But, it could take some time.” I replied honestly. “I broke into their 
database, but they’ve already conducted a search of Shirase-san’s home and 


confiscated twelve small firearms. The firearms’ registration numbers have been 
chipped off. Even with an excellent lawyer, it'll take some time to release him. On the 
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other hand, even if he only aimed for bail, he has a criminal record from his time in the 
Sheep. It'll be difficult, but since the police’s true aim was you and not Shirase-san, 
they'll probably only keep him detained for the time it takes to send over a prosecutor, 
which is 48 hours.” 


“We don’t have 48 hours.” Chuuya-sama clenched his fists together. “Verlaine will 
come to kill him any moment now.” 


It’s exactly as Chuuya-sama says. In order to take down Verlaine, we had to prepare an 
appropriate trap and use Shirase-san to lure him in. In other words, we needed to 
launch a surprise attack on the man who excelled at surprise attacks and 
assassinations. 


But there were conditions that needed to be met. Like time and a space to build the 
trap... And the bait, Shirase-san. 


“Speaking of, can’t you contact your boss or something?” Chuuya-sama leaned 
forward. “This is the police, AKA your peers, right? Just ask your buddies at 
headquarters to reach out to the police here and have them release us.” 


“It'd be nice if I could.” I shook my head. “But it’s impossible because of the treaty.” 
“Treaty?” 
I explained it to him. 


Originally, Europole was an international investigative agency established on the 
conditions of the Great War’s Peace Treaty. It’s purpose was to eradicate criminals who 
were working behind the scenes over international borders. However, after being 
influenced by the post-war cross national power game, some restrictions were placed. 


One of them was that European allies’ rights and sovereignty must not be infringed. 
Seeing as some former enemy nations have cooperated to set up their own 
investigative agencies, we need to be real careful on whose rights we’re infringing on 
in other countries. In this case Verlaine, who was a former French spy, will be arrested 
with a lot of state secrets crammed into his head. One mistake in handling him, and an 
international scandal could develop. And if that doesn’t happen, it’s completely 
plausible to think the investigator who arrested him would sell that information to 
another country. At least, that’s what France thought, so they were reluctant to 
dispatch an investigator from another country. 


On the other hand, Europole had to do everything in its power to incapacitate this 
disaster named Verlaine since he would randomly kill people of importance across the 
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world. The UK in particular sustained the most damage when he assassinated their 
knights during their enthronement, successfully smearing mud all over the face of the 
country. No matter what, they couldn’t hold back. 


The plan of compromise was to send me as the sole investigator. 


With me, I could certainly keep state secrets and wouldn’t get dragged into helping 
another country based on selfish desires. That’s how it was programmed. On top of 
that, the information gathered during this investigation was frozen, encrypted, and 
stored in a way that couldn’t be used by other countries. 


Like when Pianoman-san had once asked me, ‘Why don’t you report the mafia’s 
intelligence to the European authorities?’ And I answered, ‘I can’t’. This was the reason. 


“I see.” Chuuya-sama crossed his arms and nodded. “No matter how much 
incriminating evidence you see and hear from the mafia or I, it’s impossible for you to 
report it, is what you’re saying.” 


“Yes. And for that same reason, it’s impossible for headquarters to reach out to the 
Japanese police. Technically, I’m not supposed to be investigating anything in Japan. If 
the other countries knew about Verlaine and our investigation into the king of 
assassins, they might start thinking of using him as a bargaining chip with France. As 
you know, he almost certainly violated international law during the wartime years 
under the pretense of a covert operation.” 


“And because of that, the Japanese police aren’t your allies.” As he said that, 
Chuuya-sama let out a sigh. “How inconvenient. And thanks to that, I can only rely on 
a piece of junk. Well, even if European investigators came crashing in, it wouldn’t cause 
any trouble for the mafia.” 


“I think having an organization like the mafia, one who’s not trusted by law 
enforcement, cooperating with us is a good compromise.” I smiled. “However, 
Chuuya-sama, putting aside the trap for Verlaine, I heard that there was an ability user 
who was perfectly suited for the mafia. Is this true?” 


The minute he said that, Chuuya-sama’s expression changed. 
His face turned sour, like he had just swallowed a hundred bugs. 
“It’s true.” Chuuya-sama’s voice sounded bitter, like he would rather be dead than 


continue speaking. “But I can’t get in touch with him. It’d be better if that fucker just 
went and died somewhere.” 


“Oh...” I think we’d be in trouble if an ally of ours died. “Can we trust this person?” 
“Trust? Hell no.” Chuuya spoke with a crabby voice. “He’s the scummiest of scum, 
twisted inside and out. He's sick enough to sell a drowning man water and smart 
enough to get him to buy it, too. But without his ability, we can’t beat Verlaine.” 
“How do you know?” 

“Verlaine’s partner, the gifted spy Rimbaud, he—Dazai and I beat him.” 


As he said that, Chuuya-sama clenched his fists together. 


“That damn Dazai... How the hell does that bastard only pull things off at times like 
that...?” 


>> +> >> ©) «HK «HK «HK 
A disposal site. 


It was a land completely forgotten by everybody. 
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Under the cloudy sky that promised rain, the messy, thrown away shipping containers 
were stacked on top of one another like corpses. On the bare earth of the disposal site 


were illegally dumped toxic substances, successfully managing to keep away all the 
wild mice. 


It was the loneliest place in all of Yokohama, not even marked on a map—and near the 


center of it was where Dazai lived. 


Dazai didn’t live in a house. He lived in one of the abandoned shipping containers. 


Installed in the large container, once originally built for the shipment of cars overseas, 


was a refrigerator, a fan, a desk and chair set, a bed, and a small bare lightbulb. 


Those who knew Dazai didn’t try to approach it, including his subordinates in the Port 


Mafia. It wasn’t just because the land had an eeriness to it. They had no way of 
knowing how Dazai would react to someone coming to his private residence. Ifa 


subordinate came to visit his house, he could either tear their limbs off one by one or 


he could welcome them while serving sweets. No one knew what Dazai’s true 
intentions were. 


The dark revenant of the Port Mafia. 


That was what Dazai was called. 
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It’s been one year since he’s joined the mafia. Dazai commanded a secret unit under 
the boss’s direct control, and has achieved outstanding results. A number of 
organizations have been crushed, and a number of new trade routes have opened up. 
Far from looking like a mafioso, he has achieved tremendous results at a speed much 
faster than any executive. He was in a different league. Even the achievements of the 
most successful Flag member, Pianoman, looked like child’s play when compared to 
Dazai. 


But even so, not a single person trusted Dazai. 


Because in the depths of his eyes lay a jet-black darkness deeper than any of the nights 
found at the disposal site. 


The more he continued on with his activities in the mafia, the more dark and 
incomprehensible Dazai became. He didn’t reveal his reasoning to anyone. He just 
slaughtered his enemies, opening up the bloody pathway for the Port Mafia. Almost as 
if he were cornering himself up against a wall somewhere in the dark. 


Immense achievements. But there was one person who wasn’t happy with such an 
honor. 


Dazai himself. 

Dazai sat alone on his circular chair in the container, staring into the darkness. 
His cellphone rang from the desk next to him. It was a call from Chuuya, but Dazai 
didn’t answer it. He didn’t even look at it. He just sat motionless, staring at the 


darkness in the direction of the door with his hands folded. 


His eyes were too calm. Those black pupils absorbed everything from light to noises, 
not leaving a single thing behind. Not even his own feelings. 


The phone stopped ringing as if it had given up, leaving silence to settle down once 
again. That silence seemed to be even deeper and heavier than before the phone had 


rang. 


At that time, Dazai’s eyes that had been staring into the dark abyss moved with a 
twitch. 


The door started to open. 
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The metal door slowly opened and on the other side of it, someone’s figure outlined by 
the dim light appeared. 


“You live in a terrible place, Dazai-kun.” The figure said, his voice light. “Honestly, 
what are you so afraid of that makes you live in such an awful place? Property tax?” 


Dazai’s expression didn’t change whatsoever, and he spoke in a gritty voice devoid of 
any emotions. 


“I’m scared of you, Verlaine-san.” 


The figure entered the room. He was tall and wore a suit that was reminiscent of the 
sea at night. His eyes were carefree, as if he were amused by the events playing out in 
front of him, and he had a black hat on his head. It was the assassin king, Paul Verlaine. 


“What a liar.” As he said that, he walked further into the container. “You’re not afraid of 
anything. If I could see your eyes, I’d be able to tell. Even while trying to kill you a 
couple days ago, you seemed to feel almost nothing.” 


“I have a rather uncommon opinion when it comes to my death.” Only the edges of his 
eyes seemed to faintly smile. The depths of them stayed stubbornly silent. 


“The hitman business is doomed.” Verlaine shrugged his shoulders. 


Verlaine’s leather shoes made a click-clacking noise against the floor as he walked. He 
grabbed some documents on the desk. “This is the inside data on the Port Mafia?” 


There were several bundles of paper on the desk. If you were to sell it to another 
organization, you’d make enough money to live your life three times over. It was an 
extremely valuable document that recorded all of the Port Mafia’s secrets. 


Verlaine shook the bundle of papers next to his face. “Two days ago, I told you I 
wouldn’t kill you so you can give this to me. It’s a necessity for my job. But what’s your 
reason? What reward do you get out of this? Don’t sit here and tell me you saying, 
‘Please don’t kill me’ was a joke.” 


“It’s simple.” Dazai smiled faintly. His voice was low, as if it were the sound of a growl 
in a nightmare. 


“IT want to see the Port Mafia burn.” 


Verlaine’s face became serious. He stared at Dazai, like he was a human being who had 
just started noticing that someone was there. 
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“Didn’t the Port Mafia pick you up and raise you?” After a bit of a pause, Verlaine 
carefully asked the question. 


“That’s right.” 
“Then why?” 


The question should have been heard by Dazai, but he stayed silent and didn’t answer. 
His gaze wandered, as if he were searching for something that wasn’t there. 


Then, Dazai gave a smile. It was a grief filled smile that seemed to scream out at him. 
“Because I’ve grown bored with it.” 

Verlaine narrowed his eyes. He fixed his gaze on Dazai, searching for the other party’s 
true intentions. Dazai glanced at him, seeming to enjoy his gaze, and spoke like he was 
uttering a soliloquy. “In the end, I didn’t find anything.” 

“Abh, I see.” Verlaine closed his eyes. “Well, I understand your feelings. I embarked on 
a journey with the hope that something would change me. But the place I went was full 
of useless junk, so I came straight home. I’ve also experienced something like that. 
Breathing, eating, excreting, that’s not living. It’s why we travel.” 

While he was saying that, Verlaine picked up a coin that had fallen to the floor. 

It was an ordinary, common silver coin. 

“I’m grateful for your help, Dazai-kun.” 

Then he flicked the coin. 

There was a thunderous roar. 

The coin pierced the wall behind Dazai as it flew past his side. 

It crushed through the waste outside the container, leaving behind a thunder-like 
sound and an atmospheric distortion. It didn’t fall anywhere as it flew in a straight line, 


disappearing over the western horizon. 


All that remained was the steam from the melted metal and the echoing sound from 
when the metal was violently torn to pieces. 
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“T’ll pay homage to your despair and kill you last.” 


He smiled, his posture the same as when he flicked the coin. 


Dazai hadn’t moved. Even when the coin had flown past him at a ridiculously fast 
speed, his face hadn’t changed. 
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“I anxiously await your arrival.” 


Dazai smiled after he said that. It was like you could hear the sound of his broken soul 
with that smile. 


Verlaine turned his back and walked towards the entrance. When he grabbed hold of 
the door, Dazai asked his back, “So, which one are you going to now?” 


Verlaine turned around and smiled, like a magician who had just shown off his 
mysterious magic trick. “You already know. I’m heading to the police station.” 
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1,448 seconds after Chuuya-sama and I entered the interrogation room, the door 
opened. 


“Pardon me.” 

It was the detective with the fuzz of hair on his head who had arrested Shirase-san. 
Detective-san was holding a porcelain container that had a liquid in it. He then sat on 
the other side of the desk, used chopsticks to pick up the long and narrow solids in the 
liquid—the solid’s main ingredients were starch, gliadin, and glutenin—and began to 

eat it. 
Detective-san looked up when he realized I was watching. 


“What, foreigner? Have you never seen udon before?” 


Detective-san laughed at me with a sneer and continued eating. Steam from the food 
covered his face. 


“Where’s our food?” Chuuya-sama asked bluntly. 


“Oh, you wanted some? I didn’t think food meant for the common folk would satisfy 
the guy who makes money from illegal gems.” 


Chuuya-sama crossed his arms and glared at him. “Illegal gems? Don’t fuck around 
with me, now. I work for a normal, licensed gem retailer. Wanna see my ID card?” 


“I don’t need to see your forged ID.” Detective-san leaned his head back with a laugh. 
“By the way, who’s this foreigner?” As he said that, he pointed his chopsticks at me. 
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Chuuya-sama didn’t answer, just shrugged his shoulders. 


Detective-san looked towards me. “Hey, Chuuya. For your sake, I think it’s better that 
whatever’s said in this room stays here.” 


“Nice to meet you. I’m a computer that’s come from Europe...” 

“This is gonna sound dumb, detective.” Chuuya-sama interrupted me. “But he’s a 
newbie that just joined today. He’s a strange guy who, ever since he hit his head during 
a fight, is convinced he’s a robot. I took him under my wing because I thought he was 
funny. Have any complaints?” 


“No but, I really am a high performing computer.” 


“Your underling? I see. In that case, it’s too early to bring him into such a fine place. 
We'll show him the way out.” Detective-san stood up and knocked on the door. “Open 


ba 


up. 


A large, uniformed policeman silently came into the room, grabbed my arm, and led 
me out. 


I opened my mouth to protest, but out of the corner of my eye, I saw Chuuya-sama’s 
signal. 


Underneath the desk, Chuuya-sama was bending his index finger and pointing 
towards the outside of the room. Keeping eye contact with me, he pointed to the 
outside with his chin in a subtle manner. 


He was quite obviously sending me non-verbal cues. 


He must want me to do something without the people in this room knowing. That’s 
why he fabricated a story to try and get me out of here. 


Hmm. 

In that case, there’s only one thing for me to do. 

“Pardon the intrusion.” 

I obediently gave a single bow and left the interrogation room with Policeman-san. 


The door closed behind me, and the two of us started walking. 


109 
“Excuse me, Policeman-san.” I said after about ten steps. “What do you think 


someone’s trying to say when they bend their finger twice and gesture towards the 
outside?” 

“ Huh?” 

Policeman-san turned his large neck towards me. 

“I mean, when someone bends their finger twice...” 

While I was saying that, I did a bit of thinking. 

Chuuya-sama implicitly gave me instructions to go outside, so that must mean there’s 
something he wants me to do out here. However, Chuuya-sama himself cannot move 
from the interrogation room. Currently, we are trying to physically move Shirase-san. 
If we don’t take him from jail to another place safely, he’ll be assassinated before we 
can even set up the trap. But, the city police are aware we're trying to move 
Shirase-san. Because of that, they put Chuuya-sama in the interrogation room— 

I see. 

“I understand.” I said abruptly, earning a suspicious look from Policeman-san. 

“What do you understand?” 

“The instructions from the gesture he gave me. It meant that Chuuya-sama was 
bringing the police’s focus to himself so I could break into the jail cells and rescue 


Shirase-san.” 


“Ah, I see, the jail cells.” Policeman-san nodded without a second thought. “...Hm? Jail 
cells?” 


Uh-oh. Looks like he noticed. We can’t have that. 
“Policeman-san, what’s that?” 


I pointed behind Policeman-san. He reflexively turned around to look behind him. 
What an honest man. 


Moving closer, I brought my index finger to his cheek and kept it in position while on 
standby. 


“There’s nothing—” 
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While in the middle of saying, ‘There’s nothing there’, he turned his head back around 
and hit his cheek directly against my fingertip. 


A miniscule hypodermic needle was installed in my fingertips, applying a sedative on 
the spot that’s been pierced. A hypotensive reaction occurred, causing him to rapidly 
lose consciousness. 


I grabbed him with both hands, preventing his fall to the floor. 
I scanned my surroundings. 

It appeared that no one had seen or heard anything. 

“Be quiet inside the police station.” 


While holding his body up, I smiled. 


>> +> >> ©) «HK «HK «HK 
Chuuya sat with a blatantly displeased look on his face. 


He put his elbows on the desk and blankly stared at the dirty wall through half-closed 
eyes. There was nothing else he could do to distract him from the detective’s long 
speech of, ‘So, that’s what I think’. 


“Udon’s got everything you need in life. You have far too much money for someone so 
young. Those who shed blood, sweat and tears for work and deal with the constant 
stagnation and pay raises appear to the world as the fish cakes and tempura on top of 
the udon, or rather, what I wanted to say is that hard work is rewarded, not to 
mention...” 


Chuuya had long since given up looking at the hands of the clock and wondered just 
how long he’d been listening to his spiel. 


The detective’s talk was long, like a sermon, and worst of all, didn’t get to the point. He 
went from making a lesson out of his life story to complaining about it halfway 
through, then in the middle of that started reminiscing about the old days, then in the 
middle of that began lecturing him. He was going in circles, repeating the same story 
many times, and yet the details seemed weirdly trivial. Only when the detective was 
repeating those stories, though, did his eyes shine with delight, as if he were revealing 
the truth of this world for the first time. 
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“So, that’s what I thought when I was assigned to this station. A senpai of mine told me 
that this other senpai used way too much gel product in his hair and that made it all 
sticky...” 


Chuuya wasn’t listening. He zoned out at a point in mid-air and simply endured it. 


This was a voluntary interview, anyway. The police didn’t have a warrant to arrest 
Chuuya, so they had no legal right to detain him. The way he saw it, he could ignore 
the detective, stand up, and leave without a second thought. But he didn’t do that. His 
objective was to buy time for Adam to rescue Shirase. Until then, Chuuya had to keep 
the detective’s focus on him. 


And so, Chuuya just endured it. /’m simply a tumbling pebble who happened to end up 
over here, he desperately told himself while the detective jabbered on. 


“You know what I mean? When I was around your age, I was already miserable.” The 
detective nodded with a triumphant look on his face. “I was always hungry because I 
didn’t have a decent job. My older brother couldn’t stand to just watch any longer and 
somehow got me a job in security, but it was pretty demanding. I’m sure you can 
imagine. My co-workers either quit immediately or deserted their posts, but somehow 
my spirit got me through. Yeah, what you need are some guts...” 


“Say,” Unable to withstand it any longer, Chuuya opened his mouth. “How much longer 
are you gonna keep telling me this boring story?” 


After the detective raised his eyebrows, he laughed as if he had been waiting for that. 
“Give me a Single signature and you can be on your way. You can take your little friend, 
Shirase, too.” 

The detective took a document out of his suit pocket and slid it across the desk. 


Chuuya was silent. 


It was a letter of consent regarding a supplementary indictment and cooperation to 
gather evidence. 


In other words, it was a document that showed he agreed to a plea bargain, and in 
exchange for dismissing the charges against him and Shirase, Chuuya had to tell them 
a secret. 


A secret only Chuuya knew—AKA, insider information about the Port Mafia. 


“You want me to rat out the mafia?” Chuuya asked in a quiet voice. 
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“You don’t want to leave your friend here, right?” The detective smiled, but his gaze 
was sharp. “Doesn’t seem that complicated to me... Don’t worry. I’m only interested in 
one thing. I want to shut down one of the Port Mafia’s illegal trading routes.” 


Chuuya looked at the detective expressionlessly before eyeing the document. He got a 
thoughtful look on his face, then stared at the detective once again. 


“Give me a pen.” 
“Sure thing.” 


The detective handed him a fountain pen and in the signature box of the plea bargain, 
Chuuya began scribbling some letters. 


The detective snuck a look at the signature box. 
Written there were two words. 
Eat chit 


Chuuya tossed the fountain pen on the desk, crossed his hands behind his head, and 
leaned back in his chair. 


Placing his feet on the desk, he said, “Sorry for interrupting your little lecture.” He 
spoke in a calm voice. “Please, continue.” 


The detective was silent. 


And with eyes as stiff as a weathered rock in the middle of a desert, he fixed a glare at 
Chuuya. 
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I headed towards the jail cells. 
Now then, how should I go about breaking Shirase-san out? 
The European authorities from my home country can’t be relied on since I’m helping 


him escape by illegal means. But it’s not a problem. I know the protocols for every 
nation's investigative agencies. 
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The corridor leading towards the jail cells was quiet. Unlike the disorderly investigative 
division, there were hardly any things or people here. The cream-colored walls were 
meticulously cleaned, and the fluorescent lights on the ceiling continuously reflected 
light throughout the corridor. Every now and then there were dark blue bulletin 
boards with the number of traffic accidents this month or a notice to get your periodic 
health check-ups posted on them. It was a proper, tedious, monotonous corridor you 
could find anywhere in the world. 


After walking through the corridor, I arrived at my target destination. 

Shirase-san should be up ahead. 

“Excuse me.” 

I lightly tapped on the window of the head security guard’s office located right next to 
the door. Sitting at the desk in the office was Security Chief-san. He had a sturdy build 
that made you think he passed the entrance exams with only his muscles. 

From what I could tell in the window, the head security office didn’t look to be that 
large. There was a desk, eight monitoring panels that showed the inside of the jail, and 
a computer for work in the office. Keys to unlock the cells were hung up in an orderly 
fashion. As was the case with any other budget deficient room, it looked tiring and dull. 
The walls, the floor, the panels, and the security chief. 

I put a smile on my face. 

“I’ve received orders to transport prison cell number eighteen, Shirase Buichirou.” 
The security chief kept his elbows on the desk and simply looked at me. “And you are?” 
“This machine—I mean, I’m Adam Frankenstein, an investigator from Europole.” I said, 
showing him my investigator ID card (it was the real thing). “I’ve received instructions 
for transport from Detective Murase.” 

The security chief looked at it in an unimpressed manner, like he thought it wasn’t 
anything special, and spoke in a voice far more mechanical than I ever could. “And 
what’s the transport instruction number?” 

“Sorry?” 


“I said, what’s the transport instruction number?” 


His tone was conclusive and dismissive. 
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I turned my head side to side, fidgeting. “Ahh, the transport instruction number. 
Right... The transport instruction number. Um, of course I have the transport 
instruction number.” 


“There’s no need to say it three times. So?” 

“The transport instruction number is 21988126.” I said with a grin. 

The security chief went to the computer in order to confirm it. 

While watching him from a distance, I hacked into the network inside the police 
station, seizing the email server from the backdoor I had prepared while in the 


interrogation room, and copied the email used for transport instructions in the past. 


I only rewrote the number so the moment he looked for a request in the computer, it 
would be displayed on screen. 


“21988126... Yup, it’s here.” 


Without a shred of doubt, the security chief used the control panel and unlocked the 
door. “Have a good day.” 


I bowed and the security chief raised his hand in a nonchalant way as a reply. 


This was why humans were unreliable. They’re defective. If it were a machine, they 
would’ve never fallen for such a trick. Why the machines always lose in the movies 
where they try to destroy humanity, I have no idea. 


But this time around, that defaultiness worked out in my favor. I passed through the 
iron door and stepped into the jail cells. 


The corridor of the cell block reminded me of an electrical circuit. The doors to the 
cells were lined up continuously and lit up like an electron pattern. The walls inside 
the jail were in two colors, a faint light green and white, and there were some lines 
drawn on them to show the inmates height. It was probably the loneliest place in the 
police station. 


We soon reached the cell we were looking for. 


“Number 18, you’re being transferred. Get out.” The prison guard who was assigned to 
watch Shirase unlocked the cell and left it as is. 
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Shirase-san was sitting on a mattress inside the cell. He looked towards me with a 
startled look on his face. 


“You were with Chuuya... How’d you get in here?” 
“Shirase-san, let’s go.” 
While I was saying that, Shirase-san pulled a sulky expression and averted his eyes. 


“Hmph. No thanks.” Shirase-san looked towards the floor as he spoke. “What, did 
Chuuya put you up to this? Unfortunately, I’m here cause I wanna be.” 


“That’s a lie.” I said. “I’ve detected a crease on your nose and your upper lip is rising. 
This is a typical reflexive expression humans make when exposed to situations that 
make them uncomfortable. Also, the action of putting your hand on your neck is a 
‘soothing behavior’ humans do to calm themselves from anxiety and discomfort, 
suggesting you have feelings opposite to what you are saying. Furthermore, the action 
of pointing your gaze to the floor implies that you hold emotions like isolation, 
inferiority, and regret. In short, you’re scared of the situation you're in.” 


“I... ’m not scared!” Shirase-san shouted loudly. 


Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the prison guard waiting by the entrance glance over 
here. 


Hmm. We had to get out of here before they became suspicious. 


“We don’t have time.” I said patiently. “I’ll listen to any complaints you have about me, 
or about Chuuya-sama, once we move you to a safe place. Right now, all you need to do 
is stand up and follow me. I don’t think it’s too difficult a thing for humans to do.” 


“I said no!” Shirase-san said while crossing his arms. Crossing one’s arms was also a 
typical behavior of refusal. “I don’t like you and I don’t like the situation. Though 
mainly, I don’t like the fact that the guns I was collecting got confiscated! Was it 
because you guys came? How do you plan on taking responsibility?!” 


It wasn’t our fault his guns got confiscated. But apparently, that was now the case. 
“How did I get dragged into your guy’s mess anyways? I haven’t done anything to be 
assassinated! First, give me an apology, an apology! Then give me back my guns! I’m 


the future king, and the king won’t move until he’s shown respect!” 


I listened to his demands calmly. 
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Shirase-san’s claim was logically broken. And while it was possible for me to point out 
his broken logic, I’m the newest autonomous computer. I don’t need to come up with a 
detailed argument for his persistent nagging. 


Yes, Iam perfectly calm. 


“I’m fine, Shirase-san.” I nodded with a smile. “You are free to do what you please. 
You're free to have strength, to demand an apology, and to believe you are the king. 
But, I also have the same level of freedom. I am free to go home and leave you here and 
plan for our next strategy while reading an article about how you were killed in your 
jail cell. ’m certain the next target will be much more understanding than you.” 


I reviewed my internal feed. The illogical emotions imitation module is active. It 
appeared to be influencing my remarks. 


“Let me be blunt with you. As far as I’m concerned, you are a human I couldn’t care 
less about.” I declared. “If anything, I’d say you’re a hazard. Based on this machine’s 
risk assessment module, we’d have a better chance at success if we didn’t protect you 
and left. Why, then, do you think we’re still here?” 

Iran the self-diagnosis program on the emotion imitation module. 

Simply put, this was similar to the emotional tendency of “anger”. Since I am different 
from defective humans, it was possible for me to ignore the emotional signals sent 
from the emotion imitation module and disconnect myself from it. But this time 


around, I didn’t feel like ignoring it. 


“There is only one reason why we haven’t abandoned you. I might not care about you, 
but the same can’t be said for Chuuya-sama.” 


“Ch...Chuuya?” 

“That’s right.” 

Shirase-san had a surprised look on his face due to my sudden change in attitude. 
“Why does Chuuya want to protect me?” 

I was instructed to keep quiet, but I really wanted to tell him. Once again, I decided to 


follow that emotional tendency. After all, it was the professor who said, “Follow your 
heart.” 
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“That’s simple. The whole reason Chuuya-sama joined the mafia was to protect you all 
in the Sheep.” 


Shirase-san’s expression was doubtful. His data processor must not be able to keep up. 
I began to explain. 


One year ago, the Sheep joined hands with a mercenary group called GSS (Gerhard 
Security Services) and betrayed Chuuya-sama, taking him down. The alliance between 
GSS and the Sheep caused the Port Mafia to become vigilant and in order to prevent 
your power from growing, they deployed an annihilation unit. That unit was 
commanded by a boy named Dazai. 


If everything had worked out the way it was supposed to, that annihilation unit would 
have slaughtered everybody in the Sheep. But Chuuya-sama appealed to Dazai-san, 
asking him to spare the members of the Sheep. Dazai-san set a condition that 
Chuuya-sama had to join the Port Mafia first, and he accepted that deal. 


As aresult, the Sheep were only disbanded and no one was killed. In an attempt to 
prevent you guys from gathering, they gave each of you a new place of residence in 
different parts of the country. It was thanks to Chuuya-sama’s deal that the Sheep kept 
their lives, including yours, Shirase-san. 


To this day, that deal is still upheld. 


Chuuya-sama can’t leave the mafia because if he does, the boys and girls in the Sheep 
will be killed. In your case, Shirase-san, you were kept in the outskirts of Yokohama as 
a reminder of what would happen if he betrayed the mafia. 


“One could say you’re a hostage.” I said in a cool voice. “Conversely, if you passed away 
for whatever reason, it would be one less reason for Chuuya-sama to stay in the 
mafia... Which is why Verlaine is targeting you. That’s our inference.” 


Shirase-san didn’t utter a single breath as he stared at me intently. This must have 
been his first time hearing this. 


“I don’t think I heard you properly... You mean, Chuuya, he... He ratted the Sheep out 
to the mafia and was allowed to join...?” 


“It’s the opposite. He had to join the mafia.” My gaze wandered about the air. 
“Chuuya-sama made that deal right after he was stabbed in the back. Who it was that 


stabbed him—Well, I’m sure you remember.” 


Shirase-san’s face was frozen stiff, as if time had stopped. 
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“A machine like me can’t really understand the reason behind human emotions.” I said 
bluntly. “I can only say this based on a general view. Even if they betrayed you, humans 
won't abandon the ones who once took care of them. That is who Chuuya-sama is. It’s 
also the reason why I think he could be King of the Sheep. However, you don’t have 
that. You don’t have what it takes to be king.” 


Shirase-san’s teeth made a dull sound as he clenched them together. “What’d you say? 
I... Dammit, say whatever you want! No matter what, you still think I’m miserable... 
Christ, a guy like you... saying that...” 


His voice was no longer directed towards me, fading into nothing as it lost its strength 
and got sucked up into the floor. 


Shirase-san’s emotions seemed to be swirling around in a vortex, unable to find it’s 
destination. 


On the other hand, I was feeling very relieved and invigorated. It was a fantastic thing 
to do, getting whatever complaints you have off your chest to someone who doesn’t 
talk back. 


Since I was done feeling relieved, I cut off the feedback from the emotion imitation 
module. 


With a calm, composed mind, I turned to Shirase-san once more. “Now you 
understand why Verlaine is aiming for your life. It’s not a joke or an exaggeration, 
you're just a person whom it makes sense to kill. And he is the best assassin in the 
world. In a vulnerable, closed off space like this, it won’t even take an hour to kill you.” 


While I was talking, I scanned Shirase-san’s heartbeat and expiration. Compared to 
before, his emotional value is fluctuating. It’s on a good incline. 


“Well then, I’ll be taking my leave. Please do whatever you wish. But first, let me tell 
you another generality. I don’t know the qualifications one needs to become a ‘future 
king’, but I do know the qualifications one who can’t become a king needs—All they 
need to do is stay here and be killed because they didn’t rely on anyone else.” 


After I said that, I started walking. 
I didn’t look back, just continued walking at a constant speed. However, I could get a 


feel on what was going on behind me with my sonar scans. A few seconds later, I heard 
the sound of trudging footsteps coming out of the jail cell and walking towards me. 
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I grinned. 


Mission complete. 
See Oe 
Only the sound of folding paper echoed throughout the interrogation room. 
He folded the document in half, tracing his finger along the crease to smoothen it out. 
He pinched it with his nails to tighten the crease, then opened it up again. Then, he 


took a corner from the document and folded it along the crease. 


The detective with a bit of fuzz on his head was folding up the document that agreed to 
a plea deal. 


Chuuya silently watched him. 

The detective folded the document with difficulty until he finally completed his paper 
airplane. He threw it towards the metal trash can in the corner of the room. The paper 
airplane flew up in the air until it was practically perpendicular to the floor before 
falling right in front of the detective. 

“Well that sucked.” Chuuya said, as if he were talking to a fool. 


“It usually makes it in, though.” The detective said while scratching his head. He stood 
up. 


“Chuuya, let’s step outside for a bit. Come with me.” 
With that, he started walking without looking back. 


For a few seconds, Chuuya silently stared at his back, but eventually started to follow 
him as if he had decided on something. 


The interrogation room was right next to the investigative division’s office and it was 
as crowded as a street market in the morning. The detective walked in front of Chuuya, 
and everyone who passed by called out a greeting. 


“Yo, Mura-san. With your advice, I managed to arrest the guy who was beating his 
wife.” A middle-aged police officer passed by them with a radiant grin on his face. 


“That’s good to hear. Didn’t I tell you? A man who cares about his reputation will 
crumble if you get him at his workplace.” 
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Yet another detective passed by, this one being young and wearing a new suit. 
“Murase-senpai, well done on that homicide case!” 


“It was just luck. But with this, I hope the victim can rest in peace.” 


After walking for a little bit, an older detective with a balding head stopped to talk. 
“Mura-chan, let’s go drinking! Let me treat you to drinks this time!” 


“Come on, now, don’t go overboard again. If you’re late, we’ll move you to the office.” 


Every single person inside the police station had called out to the detective called 
Murase in an affectionate way. Thanks to that, Chuuya, who was walking behind him, 
kept bumping into him. Chuuya moved so he stood next to the detective, hoping for a 
break in the greetings. 


“You're rather popular, aren’t you?” Chuuya jeered at him. 


The detective shrugged his shoulders. “Unlike you, I get paid a low salary. Having this 
much popularity makes up for it, at least. Don’t you think?” 


“I guess.” Chuuya’s eyes reflected with the light of laughter. 


For amoment, the two walked side by side as Chuuya turned over the words he ought 
to say in his mind. Finally, he turned decisively to the detective and spoke in a serious 
voice. 


“Hey, Detective-san. I don’t want to interfere with your work, so let me give you a 
piece of advice. Don’t involve yourself with me anymore.” There wasn’t a hint of 
rebellion in his voice; rather, he spoke in a way that almost made it seem like a love 
confession. “The Sheep and the Port Mafia are completely different. Even if you 
indicted me, my personal lawyer would prove me innocent in the blink of an eye. The 
evidence would disappear from your custody and the witnesses would be silenced. 
That’s the kind of organization it is. If ’m being honest with you, it’s a complete waste 
of your time.” 


“That might be true.” The detective spoke simply, as if he didn’t care much. “But 
there’s a reason why I’m doing all of this.” 


“What’s the reason?” 


The detective let out a sigh and reached into the collar of his shirt, taking out a thin, 
silver chain from the crevice. Hanging on the end of the chain was a brass colored 
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empty shell case. A hole was drilled in the middle so the silver chain could pass 
through it. 


“T used this at my old job.” The detective looked at the shell case on the necklace 
nostalgically. “When I was young, broke, and working at the security job my older 
brother referred me to. I was a guard for a small military facility. I applied for it 
because I thought it’d be easy to stand there, but I couldn’t have been more wrong. The 
facility was located near the setthements, and my boss ordered me to not let anyone get 
near there. But in the final years of the Great War, there was a shortage of supplies no 
matter where you looked. The kids from the setthkements came outta nowhere, broke in, 
and stole some food.” 


The detective pulled his face into a slight scowl. As he did that, his face looked like a 
rock sitting in a desert from thousands of years ago. 


“I was ordered to shoot them to death.” The detective squeezed the rough voice out of 
his throat. “Normally you'd just threaten children so they’d run away. But these 
children received orders from an organization. They didn’t run away because they 
knew they’d be killed if they tried to come back. So—” 


The detective cut himself off there. The rest of his interrupted words unraveled and 
drifted off into thin air. 


In his hands, the empty casing shined coldly. 


Chuuya looked as if he didn’t know what to say, but the words eventually came out. 
“You were just following orders.” 


“You're right, but memories like that don't just fade away over time. I was only a kid 
around your age.” 


The detective squeezed the empty casing between his fingertips with loathing. No 
matter how much strength he put into his grip, the casing stayed stiff, not changing in 
the least. 


“Chuuya. I’m not chasing after you for the sake of justice. Nowhere close.” Cold 
suffering bled into his voice. “Criminal organizations think nothing more of children 
than disposable shields. Someday, the same thing will play right before your eyes. 
Before that happens, come back to the respectable world on the surface. The law and I 
will help you out.” 


Chuuya directly faced his serious eyes. “You’ve been chasing me all this time for that, 
Detective-san?” Chuuya asked in a quiet voice. 
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The detective stared back at Chuuya in silence, not saying a word. But after a few 
seconds, he replied to him. 


“Yup.” The detective smiled in self-mockery. 


“Not many people, Detective-san—” The depths of Chuuya’s eyes were dull and dark. 
“have the kind of sympathy for others as you do.” 


Just then, an intense warning siren resounded inside the police station. 
“This is the security department. An intruder has been reported inside the police station. 
Number of injured, unknown. Number of dead, unknown. Unarmed personnel, please 
evacuate immediately. Security contractors, immediately grab your equipment and head 
towards the predesignated area—” 
Chuuya clenched his fists together and growled in a low voice. 
“.He’s here.” 

>> +> >> o) «HK «HK «HK 
I succeeded in retrieving Shirase-san. 


All that’s left was to escape without being too conspicuous. 


I started thinking and when I grabbed the door to the exit, I heard Shirase-san’s voice 
from behind me. 


“Hey, you...” 

I thought it might come to this. I turned around. 

“Yes, what is it?” 

Shirase-san had a bewildered look on his face. “What... happened to your left leg?” 


I looked down at my feet. Everything below my left kneecap had completely 
disappeared. 


Bells of alarm loudly resounded inside my head. 


I put my hand against the wall for support in an effort to regain my balance. 
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“It must be tough being a machine investigator.” 
That voice echoed from the end of the corridor. I quickly turned my body towards him. 


“Even if your leg gets blown off, you can’t ask for any paid sick leave. You have my 
sympathies.” 


A person was walking as he spoke with a cheerfully light voice. He was playing with the 
part of my leg he took like it was a baton twirling in the air. 


“Verlaine...” 


This is the worst possible timing. He’s come far too early, we’re not prepared to 
counteract him. 


I summoned the Category 1 Combat protocol. My nerve conduction velocity increased, 
and I raised the execution of analysis on the battlefield to top priority. If 1 didn’t fight, 
I'd be destroyed. 


Without any warning, Verlaine threw the leg back while I was in the middle of 
recalibrating my balance to make up for the problems that would come with loss of one 
leg. It flew at a subsonic speed, and I only just managed to avoid it by bending my 
upper body back. The leg pierced the wall behind me by the toes. 


“Chuuya’s not here? Good grief, he’s always late at the most important times.” 
Verlaine’s tone was carefree, maybe even optimistic. “I didn’t think being late for the 
first date was how he rolled. Honestly, as his older brother I’m kinda worried. You 
know?” 


I didn’t have the time to reply. 

If ’'m beaten here, Shirase-san would be killed in an instant. In order to calculate as 
fast as I could what protocol would give us the best survival rate, I didn’t have the time 
to think up a reply. 

I jumped on one leg, distancing myself away from Shirase-san, as I ran off towards the 
exit. But Verlaine caught up to me in an instant and grabbed my shoulder. He then hit 


me against the wall. 


“Gah...!” 
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The wall behind me was smashed while my internal framework began to creak. 
However, Verlaine’s attack didn’t end there. I detected gravity distortions near the 
center of my body, causing my fuselage to sink into the wall. 


It was like deeply sinking your finger into a sponge cake. Except the thing that’s 
sinking is me and the thing I’m sinking into is a solid, concrete wall. 


“Don’t worry, I don’t want to break you. Just stay quiet over there.” 


My entire body was practically covered in debris. The sound of crushing concrete 
echoed across my body like thunder. Overload warning signals flashed from different 
parts of my body to the main operating core, but there was nothing I could do about it. 


Even if I tried to escape, he’d apply his gravity to the debris and follow me, blocking 
off the exit. I was almost completely buried by the debris now, kind of like a house 
stuck in a landslide. Only parts of my arms and face stuck out of the wall’s surface. 


I bent my body like a spring, trying to get the necessary momentum needed to escape. 
But it didn’t work. Because my entire body was covered in debris, it wasn’t possible for 
me to secure the moment I needed to break free. 


“Now then, Shirase-kun.” Verlaine turned his attention to Shirase-san, as if he had lost 
interest in the machine whom he buried alive. 


“Wh...What?” Shirase-san sounded frightened to the core. 


“I came all this way just to see you. But, it was a little too easy getting over here, so I 
have some time. Let’s talk a little, before I have to get to work.” 


“Wh... What the hell! What the hell is with you?!” Shirase-san’s voice couldn’t have 
trembled harder if he tried. It was taking all he had to stand on his two feet. “I... ’m 


not Shirase! You’ve got the wrong guy!” 


“But just now, you responded to me when I called out your name, didn’t you?” Verlaine 
tilted his head curiously. He gracefully walked towards Shirase-san with his long legs. 


“Please, don’t get any closer to him!” I let out a warning cry. 


Verlaine turned around as if he were having the time of his life. “If you feel that way, 
then come and stop me. Assuming there’s a way you can, that is.” 
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What Verlaine said was correct. If there are means to stop him, then use them. I 
calculated the different possibilities. Escape. Explosions. Telecommunications. I looked 
up every protocol I was capable of doing. 


The results were zero. There were no effective measures. Breaking through was 
impossible. 


I also thought about calling for Chuuya-sama, but that was the most foolish option I 
had. We originally came up with the ambushing tactic because we thought we couldn’t 
beat him head-on. The worst case scenario would be losing both mine and 
Chuuya-sama’s strength, rendering us unable to move on with the next ambush. 


Verlaine still had two targets. There was still hope. 
“Go ahead and take a seat.” Verlaine said to Shirase-san. 


Shirase-san was so scared he didn’t even react to his words. He just trembled as he 
looked up at him. 


“Sit.” Verlaine said sharply, touching Shirase-san’s shoulder. 


Shirase-san suddenly fell forward, as if his kneecaps had broken. At the same time, 
gravity generated around the soles of Verlaine’s shoes and smashed the flooring. The 
floor swelled up and clumps of debris protruded out like a bump. Shirase-san fell on 
his butt on one of the clumps of debris. 


He couldn’t even speak because of the shock and fear. 


“Shirase-kun, I’ve done my research on you. It’s an assassin’s etiquette.” Verlaine 
spoke in a polite manner. “You’re the person he’s known the longest in this city. I 
wanted to ask what Chuuya was like as a child.” 


As he was saying that, Verlaine easily tore off one of the prison cell doors. It was an 
offhanded move, like pulling off an old scab. He folded it in half and put it down on the 
floor like a chair, sitting on the top part of it. He crossed his legs elegantly and smiled 
at Shirase-san. 


Sure enough, Verlaine’s ability was out of this world. I didn’t think there was a single 
gifted in this city that could deal with the ability that even toyed with the Order of the 
Clock Tower. 
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I typed up some sentences with my body and sent a message to Chuuya-sama’s mobile 
phone. I explained the current situation and gave him a strong reminder about our 
only countermeasure. 


Don’t come here. 
Withdraw, identify the next target, and seek the mafia’s help to set up the trap. 
Even if it’s certain that Shirase-san and I will be destroyed here. 


Shirase-san was trembling. He must have reached the same conclusion I did, because 
he opened his trembling mouth and forced himself to speak. 


lessees 


His breathing was shallow and his voice was so fragile it sounded like it would shatter 
at any moment. At this point, I wouldn’t be surprised if he threw up. But if he didn’t 
continue talking, he’d be deemed useless and killed. He had no choice but to answer 
his question, even if it only prolonged his life by a second. 


I couldn’t really see much. 


“The place where I first met him... I think we were under the bridge where we were 
always hiding and drinking alcohol.” As he was saying that, Shirase-san snuck a glance 
at me, asking for help. His eyes begged the question on if I could somehow break free if 
he earned us some time. 


It was pointless. Help won’t come. Only I knew just how pointless it was to try and earn 
some time. 


“He... Chuuya was wearing a stolen military uniform he got from somewhere. He 
looked ragged, his hair and face just as dirty as the rest of him, and he didn’t have any 
shoes.” Shirase-san continued in a shaky voice. “We... The early members of the Sheep 
thought he had broke out of prison or something. He then called out to us, ‘What’s that 
rectangular sheet?’ That’s what he said.” 


Shirase-san hung his head. I wonder if he was desperately trying to remember those 
bygone days. 


“I... [don’t know why, but I thought he was disgusting. He called out to us again, ‘Tell 
me what that rectangular sheet is in your hand!”” 


Shirase-san raised his head a little bit and had a faraway look in his eyes. 
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“I had a piece of bread in my hands.” 


The air in the corridor became as still as death. After all of the destruction, it was a 
peculiar silence. Verlaine was also silent as he listened to the story. 


“Tt’s bread’, I had answered him. Chuuya asked, ‘Can you eat it?’ ‘You can’, I said, and I 
even took a bite to show him. But he did something strange after that. He fell over. It 
was like he had lost his concentration. We didn’t know this until we went up to him, 
but he was all skin and bones, on the brink of death. My friends had a bad feeling about 
it, but I gave him the bread and some water. Then after persuading my friends, we 
brought him back with us to the Sheep’s home in the sewers.” 


I retrieved information from my external storage database. The Sheep were initially 
founded by orphans as a mutual aid organization to help protect themselves from 
adults. Their economic basis back then was much smaller than it was in it’s golden 
ages, and they were documented as a sort of refuge formed for children protecting 
themselves from violence, trafficking, and child labor. 


“Back then, the organization was still small. But in the end, we welcomed him in. We 
couldn’t just leave a starving child out on the streets.” 


When he lifted his face up again, something had changed. 


He was just as terrified as before, and shaking just as hard. But in his eyes, a cold flame 
had started burning. It was a flame freezing with anger. The kind of flame an herbivore 
who was just about to be eaten showed it’s enemy as it cried out. 


“You said you were Chuuya’s older brother?” Shirase-san’s voice was near screaming. 
“Why kill me? No one but us helped that starving child! This is the thanks I get in 
return?!” 


Verlaine didn’t answer as he stared at him with calm eyes. 

“Abh, I get it. It’s how the world works. An unreasonable world where I die because I 
helped people.” Shirase-san rattled on. “Hey, hurry it up. Don’t keep me waiting any 
longer, I don’t want the smell of piss to be stuck on my corpse.” 

Verlaine looked down and closed his eyes, then stood up, walking towards Shirase-san. 
My situation awareness program calculated 168 different possibilities that could occur 


in the future. And no matter which one it was, they all ended with Shirase-san dying 
within 10 seconds. 


128 


It was unavoidable. At least I’ll ascertain his death. 

Verlaine brought his hand up to Shirase-san’s neck. 

Shirase-san held his breath. 

Just then, my resident scan function noticed a change. 

A 169th possibility. An impossible possibility. 

“What’s the meaning of this?” I coughed without thinking. 

Chuuya-sama’s horizontal kick blew Verlaine away. 

Verlaine’s tall body crushed a wall in the corridor, bounced off to the other side, and 
crushed that wall as well. His body bounced around multiple times off the corridor 


walls like he was a ball in billiards until he was stopped by a dead-end. 


Verlaine slowly peeled himself off the wall and fell forward, placing both hands on the 
floor to catch himself. 


Chuuya-sama stood protectively over Shirase-san and glared at Verlaine. 
“Chuuya...” Shirase-san spoke as if he couldn’t believe what was in front of him. 


“Geez... What is this, Shirase, like the hundredth time?” Chuuya-sama said in an 
exasperated voice. “You find yourself in a rut and I run in to save you.” 


“Chuuya... Why are you saving me...?” 


“Saving you? I’m not saving you. I just came to beat the fuck out of that bastard in the 
hat.” 


Iran a situational diagnosis program while I shouted. “Chuuya-sama, coming here was 
a mistake! Please run, you can’t beat him with a frontal attack!” 


“Wow, toy robot, you actually look pretty good stuck in the wall like that. Don’t worry, 
just sit there and watch.” 


Chuuya-sama laughed with a wide grin and turned to face Verlaine. 


Verlaine stood up and picked up his hat that had fallen on the floor. 
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“Youre late, little brother.” He said, dusting off his hat. 


“Haha. I’m pretty mild and even-tempered no matter what you say, but I can’t stand it 
when you call me your little brother.” 


I inwardly tilted my head. Mild...? 


“It’s ok for you to get angry. You have that right.” Verlaine slowly walked towards 
Chuuya-sama. “But I’m not impressed with your lack of tact. Did you forget that just 
the other day, I played with you however I liked?” 


“Yup.” Chuuya-sama walked towards him like he was on a stroll. “Why don’t you help 
me remember?” 


The two eventually faced each other within arms-length. Chuuya-sama looked up at 
Verlaine, and Verlaine looked down at Chuuya-sama. 


There was a momentary silence. 


Verlaine was the first to attack. He threw a right hook that cut through the air, aiming 
to blow right through Chuuya-sama’s head. Chuuya-sama dodged the attack, ducking 
his head with a speed that could burn the atmosphere. Around the same time, there 
was an impact against the side of Verlaine’s chin. 


“Gah— ” 


Verlaine’s face leaned heavily towards the side. What happened couldn’t escape my 
high-speed camera. 


After analyzing the video, I confirmed it. While Chuuya-sama was dodging, he swung 
his lower half up, giving a roundhouse kick to Verlaine’s chin like a flash of light. It was 
a perfect attack outside his field of vision. Any normal human probably would have had 
their head decapitated. 


As I was analyzing the situation, the storm-like attacks did not stop. Chuuya-sama 
bent his body down even further, placed his hands on the floor, and shot his leg up 
with a push kick. His shoes pierced Verlaine’s throat, causing him to let out a groan. 


While he was falling backwards, Verlaine attempted to grab Chuuya-sama with hands 
that held gravity. But Chuuya-sama avoided it by a paper-thin margin, kicking up even 
more. 
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He turned and let out a back kick. 


Fast as lightning, he gave four consecutive kicks to the much taller Verlaine. It was a 
divine attack that could only be described as artistic. Verlaine could do nothing but let 
out groans of pain. 


“What’s wrong? I thought you were stronger than me!” 


Verlaine stopped his body from falling over using his gravity manipulation and reached 
his fingers out to grab Chuuya-sama, who was out of his sight. Chuuya-sama, faced 
with the instant death held by the gravity-infused fingers, calmly sidestepped out of 
the way. Several hairs Verlaine just barely touched were torn out of his hair by the 
gravity. Chuuya-sama nimbly used his elbow to hit Verlaine’s arm out of the way, and 
aimed a backfist at his eye. Verlaine’s face swung to the side as if it had burst open. He 
hit the back of Verlaine’s knee with a low kick, causing it to bend. 


Chuuya-sama slid around Verlaine and brought his elbows down like thunder on the 
top of his head, a weak-point on the human body. A roaring sound echoed. 


Verlaine let out another groan and reached above him for Chuuya-sama. However, 
Chuuya-sama was no longer there. He had kicked the floor to put some distance 
between them. Verlaine couldn’t keep up with his speed. 


“Ack—...” 


It was an impossible sight. 7he assassin king Verlaine was being toyed with. I’d bet no 
European official could have predicted this. 


However, I did a battlefield analysis and reached a conclusion. Before, Chuuya-sama 
had used gravity as his main way to attack. But, when faced with the more skilled 
Verlaine, he had simply bounced off him. Now, Chuuya-sama was changing his tactics 
to make the most of his speed. This became a pure game of martial arts. 


While he was attacking him, Chuuya-sama picked up a piece of the debris and threw it 
towards Verlaine. Verlaine reacted quickly, knocking the piece of debris to the ground 
as pieces scattered everywhere. 


Chuuya-sama took advantage of the poor visibility to get closer to him, then kicked. It 
was a powerful back kick similar to a blow from a battering ram. Verlaine brought his 
arm up to guard, then was blown away. His back crashed into the wall as he finally 
came to a stop. 


Small pieces of the debris drifted in the air from the slight delay. 
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Verlaine slowly, very slowly, lowered his arms. He wiped the blood from the edge of his 
lip. It must have gotten cut before from the continuous kicks. 


He studied the blood on his fingers with great interest. 


“It’s been a while...” Verlaine’s voice was dry and gritty. “...since I’ve last seen my 
blood.” 


“Congratulations. I’m gonna keep showing it to you until you hate it, then.” 
“Getting the last word in seems to be a worldwide standard.” Verlaine laughed. “But...” 


Verlaine lightly put his hand on the wall behind him and started to dig out the building 
material. It was like he was scooping out a piece of jelly with a spoon. 


Chuuya-sama’s expression changed. 
“Speed alone might surprise me, but it won’t defeat me.” 


Verlaine launched the pieces of debris with his hand, like a cannonball. Chuuya-sama 
repelled the pieces of debris his fist made of gravity, but it didn’t end there. They were 
like stones being shot out one after the other with a machine gun. He would hit his 
hand against the wall and fire them out repeatedly with the help of his gravity 
manipulation. 


Chuuya-sama used his fist to deflect the meteor shower of debris one by one. 
However, there were too many pieces. The debris’s speed was too quick and 
never-ending. He was now in a defensive-only position. 


“Shit...!” 


Chuuya-sama jumped to the side to avoid the swarm of debris. The next thing that 
came after him wasn’t the cannonball-like debris, but Verlaine’s lasso. 


A long arm hit Chuuya-sama in the center of his chest. His toes rose. And with an 
impact like that of a meteorite, he flew across the corridor. 


Chuuya-sama’s body broke through the wall like he was breaking through the water 
surface and flew outside. He used an unbelievable amount of power. Outside the jail’s 
walls was an underground parking garage for police cars. Chuuya-sama’s back 
completely crushed one of the parked vehicles, causing it to fall back into several other 
cars, until it finally stopped. 
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Chuuya-sama fell forward and the area suddenly became quiet. 

All that remained was the sound of debris crumbling with a clatter. In the distance, 
alarms inside the police station could be heard. The car alarms from the crushed 
parked cars rang out. Chuuya-sama let out a groan soft enough to be drowned out by 
the car alarms. 

“Ga...ah...” 

And just like that, the battle’s been overturned. 

The most dreadful thing was the sheer power of Verlaine’s ability. No matter the speed 
you have or the technique you use, it’s nothing more than a short-sighted trick when 
up against Verlaine’s simple gravity manipulation. Tack on his reinforced body, and he 
makes for a formidable opponent. 


Verlaine walked through the hole in the wall and approached Chuuya-sama. 


“Wake up, Chuuya. I know you’re not dead.” Verlaine said once he was close to him. 
“Not with only that much.” 


Verlaine spoke plainly and lifted Chuuya-sama up by his neck. 
“het 205" 
“T’ll let you go.” 


The air surrounding Verlaine’s hand that held Chuuya began to shake. Detecting a 
change in atmospheric refraction due to heat radiation. 


This is bad. 

“Chuuya-sama! Get away!” 

I increased the output of joint actuators in various different parts of my body. While I 
generated a vibration from each of my joints, I searched for the frequency of the debris 
surrounding my body. Everything has a resonating frequency that can be amplified 
with vibration. If that frequency resonated with my internal motors, then the wall 


should start to crumble little by little. 


But there wasn’t much time left. 
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Waves of gravity were spreading from part of Chuuya-sama’s neck where Verlaine held 
on. Heat gushed from an invisible hell. 


“Control yourself. Control your ability.” Verlaine’s cold words echoed out. 


Chuuya-sama let out a scream. Along with his scream, black flames spout out of his 
mouth. 


This was the worst possible scenario. If a black hole opened up similar to the one that 
happened the other day, the police station itself would be compressed into the size of a 
fingertip, then completely disappear. Shirase-san and I would be caught up in it as 
well. 


“What’s wrong, Chuuya? As you are now, everyone will die. Your immaturity will kill 
them. And afterwards, there will be nothing left. Should we try it out?” 


Just then—two dry gunshots sounded. 
Two bullet holes opened themselves up in Verlaine’s upper arm. 
“Chuuya! Are you alright?!” Someone shouted from the back of the parking lot. 


When Verlaine’s grip weakened, Chuuya-sama kicked his chest and freed himself from 
his restraints. He rolled to the ground and took a deep breath. 


The guy who ran up to Chuuya-sama was Detective-san from the interrogation room. I 
believe his name was Murase. The gun in his hands still had white smoke coming from 
the barrel. 


While Chuuya-sama was coughing, he gave a harsh glare towards him. 
“Detective-san... Why are you here?! Get down!” 


Verlaine curiously looked at the bullet holes in his arm, looked towards Detective-san, 
and said, “He’s finally here.” What a strange thing to say. 


Verlaine turned towards Chuuya-sama. The lines of high energy and waves of his 
ability had disappeared. Chuuya-sama stood on guard. 


“Chuuya. I think it goes without saying, but the weak can’t obtain anything. If you fight 
me like this, you’ll lose, and the black flames of Arahabaki will cover this facility, killing 
hundreds of people once again.” 
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His words weren’t meant to be threatening or intimidating. He spoke with a completely 
calm, emotionless voice. What he said were just the facts. 


“I won't let you do that.” Chuuya-sama’s voice came out like a growl. 
“Abh, there’s no need.” Verlaine said unexpectedly. “Do you know why that is?” 
Without giving Chuuya-sama the chance to reply, he jumped. 


Negating his own gravity, he landed upside down on the ceiling of the parking garage. 
He then jumped down and landed behind Chuuya-sama. 


“With this, today’s job is done.” 
Verlaine grabbed Detective-san’s neck. 
“Stop it!” 


Chuuya-sama shouted and jumped. Detective-san opened his mouth in an attempt to 
speak, but those words were never spoken. 


His mouth opened halfway before his head rolled back with a dull sound. 


Detective-san’s body slowly swayed with the momentum from his broken neck. And 
then, he fell. 


“Dammit!” Chuuya-sama turned around. 


I understood everything based on Chuuya-sama’s expression when he held 
Detective-san’s body in his arms. I used long-distance scanning to try to detect a 
heartbeat—there was none. It was an instant death. 


“You bastaaaaard!!” 


Chuuya-sama jumped up as he screamed. He swung his right fist towards Verlaine. 
Verlaine took the hit with both of his palms, black rays of light bursting out of them. 
The released graviton spread as gravity waves throughout the surrounding space, 
distorting the scenery into a spherical shape. 


The expanding gravity shockwaves flew through the surrounding cars like they were 
made of paper. Without fighting against it, Verlaine rode one of the shockwaves and 
flew back. He landed near the underground parking garage exit. 
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“That hit just now was the best one yet.” After he said that, he jumped back and faced 
the exit, his figure disappearing as he made his way out. 


“Wait!” 


Chuuya-sama left the police station as he chased after him. That’s dangerous. He can’t 
fight him alone. 


I matched the frequency of the debris, gradually breaking it down. I somehow 
managed to get my entire right arm out of the wall. I hit the debris using my elbow, 


freeing me of my restraint. 


144 seconds later, I was completely free from the debris. Hopping on one leg, I 
hurriedly made my way towards Detective-san. 


His face was turned on its side, and there was blood coming from his mouth. The 
results of the scan showed his cervical vertebrae from C2 to C6 was damaged. There 
was no heart rate, and no light reflected in his pupils. I called an ambulance through 
my internal communicator, but it was obvious I was too late. 

The human life-supporting system was made of a delicate balance. Unlike with 
machines like me, the notion of partial survival didn’t exist. An extremely dynamic 
system was built up by those two non-redundant organs, and once one of the two stop, 
re-activation was nearly impossible. They couldn’t replace those damaged parts. 


In other words, humans die very easily. 


As I was moving the detective to his back side to scan behind him, I saw something 
familiar that had fallen to the floor. 


A birch cross. 

Verlaine must have left it behind. 

As I was scanning it, Chuuya-sama returned. 
“Where did Verlaine go?” I asked. 


“He disappeared into the sky.” Chuuya-sama said unhappily, pointing towards the sky. 
He had probably jumped into the air using his gravity and escaped. 


“Same with me.” I said, holding Detective-san’s body. “If you want to use poetic terms, 
he disappeared and flew into the sky as well.” 
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I closed Detective-san’s eyelids, making him look more like the dead. 
“Dammit!” Chuuya-sama shouted, hitting Detective-san’s chest with his fist. “Weren’t 
you gonna arrest me?! Hey, Detective-san! Weren’t you gonna bring me into the world 


of light...!” 


The moment Chuuya-sama hit Detective-san’s chest, his personal belongings spilled 
out onto the floor from his coat pocket. 


Among them was a rather old, blue flip phone. The model was familiar. 
It was the same blue flip phone Verlaine had bought at the supply shop. 


I picked it up and showed it to Chuuya-sama. The moment he understood what it was, 
he clenched his teeth together to hold back a scream. 


The assassin king Verlaine. From the very beginning, his main target hadn’t been 
Shirase-san. 


But... if that’s the case, then why? 


Why did he have to kill Detective-san? 


137 
[CODE; 03] | want to see Chuuya suffer as a human being 


When was it that the poet said the hue of the sky was the color of sorrow? 
That day, the Yokohama skies were a clear, sorrowful blue. 


The sounds of passing cars, the sounds of trains, the sounds of the crowds of the city, 
all of it was sucked into that blue sky. 


Chuuya-sama sat motionless in the middle of that blue sky. 


Chuuya-sama was halfway up the tallest building in Yokohama. He was sitting on an 
uneven platform of the building that jutted out, devoid of any handrails or safety ropes. 
If you were to lean your body forward just a few inches, you'd fall to the ground far 
below. 


We couldn’t see Chuuya-sama’s expression from the ground several tens of yards away. 
He didn’t move in the slightest, just stared intensely at the sky in front of him while the 
wind blew around him. 


He’d been in the same position for hours. I looked up at his figure. I couldn’t contact 
him because he wasn’t answering his phone, and even if I shouted at him from down 
here, he wouldn’t be able to hear me. 


“What's he doing?” Shirase-san asked as he stood next to me. 
“I imagine he doesn’t want to be talked to.” I replied, looking up at him. 


I guarantee this was what Chuuya-sama was thinking— ‘It’s my fault Detective-san 
was killed’ 


After the incident at the city police station, we re-examined our evidence. Verlaine had 
a blue cell phone, the exact same one Detective Murase had used, prepared at the 
supply shop. Once I examined Detective Murase’s phone, I found it was an older model 
of a flip phone with an operative history and hard drive that’d been in use for six years. 
Though, the serial number of the phone itself showed it was a new product that was 
manufactured only half a year ago. The exterior paint was skillfully peeled off and 
some scratches were recently added onto it (probably using the floor or nails) to help 
disguise it as a used phone. 
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However, I was able to confirm that the phone book and call logs were from Detective 
Murase himself, and I received some verbal testimonies from the other detectives that 
Detective Murase had used that blue phone for quite a long time. 


In other words, someone switched the phones. It was cleverly disguised in a way so 
that even Detective Murase hadn’t noticed it. 


But what for? 


Ah, one more thing. There were traces of someone adding a program to the phone’s 
internal drive so that all the files deleted themselves after a certain period of time had 
passed. From there, we could guess that Verlaine had most likely wanted to listen in on 
somebody Detective Murase had contact with. 


To do that, he replaced the phone and waited for Detective Murase to receive a call. 
Since the wire-tapping program already caused the files to delete themselves, it’s safe 
to say he heard what he needed to hear. 


And because he had served his purpose, Detective-san was killed. 
This death was preventable. 


If only we had paid more attention to the phone he got at the supply shop. Or, if only 
we had realized how strange it was that Verlaine looked like he was killing time by 
having a conversation instead of killing Shirase-san right away. If we had done that, 
maybe Detective-san’s death could have been prevented. 


But we couldn’t afford to waste our time thinking of what could have been. Right now, 
Verlaine was approaching his next target, so we should use the clues left behind by 
Detective-san as a way to catch up with him. 


“But man, I really thought I was gonna die!” Shirase-san said with a forcefully worried 
look on his face. “I can’t believe I had such a monster come for me. The hardships a 
guy aiming for future king has to face can’t even compare to that of the common folk. 
It’s crazy.” 


“Yeah...” 


Despite what he was saying, his expression looked pleased. This must be what they call 
the human emotional cycle. 


“By the way, Shirase-san.” I said. “Why are you still here?” 
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“Huh? That’s obvious! Because of you guys, I was targeted by that monster of a person! 
Isn’t it only natural you fulfil your duty to protect me? I’m too involved in this, you 
can’t get rid of me now!” 


I attempted to make a logical deduction. “But, Detective-san was the target, not 
Shirase-san...” 


“There’s still two more targets, right? Who’s to say I won’t be the next one?” 

Is this what they call sophism? Well, either way, a theory was a theory. 

It’s true that we still didn’t know who the remaining two targets were. We couldn’t say 
for certain that Shirase-san wasn’t included, and therefore couldn’t just stuff him in 


the trunk and leave him be. 


“What’s with the face? Don’t worry! I’m the smartest guy in the Sheep, so if ’m with 
you, there’s nothing to worry about! We’ll find the next target in no time!” 


My arithmetic unit started calculating the probability that Shirase-san wasn’t 
necessarily smart, rather, he was merely useless aside from what little intellect he did 


possess, but I forced myself to stop. I didn’t want to know. 


Just then, I received a notification that the processor running in the background was 
complete. 


“Hmm. Very interesting.” While watching the audio and video play from my 
information feed, I crossed my arms. 


“What? What are you looking at?” 

Shirase-san followed my gaze and lightly leaned his body forward. For convenience's 
sake, the information was only displayed on top of my visual preceptors, naturally 
meaning no one else could see it. 

“The call history from Detective-san’s cellphone.” 


“Hm? Weren’t the phone’s records erased?” 


“Yes, but I salvaged this from the base station where the logs were relayed. I managed 
to get the audio for this conversation from there.” 


My throat’s speaker started to play the analyzed audio. 
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At first, there was only noise made from the decompression of the coded audio file. 
However, the voice gradually became clearer. 


“Nii-san, it’s me.” It was Detective Murase. The sound of breathing snuck it’s way into 
his voice as he spoke over the phone. “The gravity user’s come. It’s exactly as you said, 
Nii-san. There’s another one! What's his relationship to Chuuya? When you hear this, get 
back to me!” 


There was a break in the audio before the playback ended. 

Shirase-san tilted his head. “What was all of that?” 

“The timestamp was from a little after Verlaine had broken into the police station. This 
was what the answering machine recorded when Detective Murase was dealing with 


the chaos. I tried calling the phone number, but it’s already out of service.” 


“Hmm.” Shirase-san’s face showed he didn’t understand. “Detective-san called his 
brother. What’s up with that?” 


“It is quite strange.” I declared. “The records show that Detective-san’s brother should 
already be dead.” 


“Huh?” 

“I took a peek at Detective Murase’s background from the city police’s Internal Affairs 
Division.” I said, pulling up information from my internal feed. “According to the 
documents, his brother was a civilian researcher who worked at the military’s 
engineering laboratory. But... In April fourteen years ago, he died of a research related 
accident. His brother’s real name was kept hidden, and even in the investigation 
report, it’s only written as V. There isn’t a picture of his face found anywhere.” 


“N, huh?” Shirase-san frowned dubiously. 


“The family registrars show that Detective Murase should only have one brother. How 
strange. Did he refer to him as ‘brother’ because this person was close like a brother?” 


“I don’t think that’s it.” 
Suddenly, a voice was heard behind our backs. 
“God, Chuuya, don’t scare me like that!” 


Chuuya-sama landed behind us before we even realized it. 
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Ignoring Shirase-san’s complaint, he continued. “Detective-san said that his older 
brother referred him to be a security guard for the military. The war ended around 
nine years ago. Meaning, in April fourteen years ago, his brother didn’t die. He lived. 
Only the records showed he died.” 


“In other words... The military fabricated information?” 

Chuuya-sama nodded. “Exactly. His identity was completely erased, wasn’t it? A 
person who was publicly dead, a ghost no one would search for. The military wanted 
such a person.” 

“Even if that’s true, what for?” 

“You’ve come this far, use your imagination a bit.” Chuuya-sama looked at us with a 
sharp gaze, then continued speaking. “Detective-san’s brother had to be a researcher 
for Arahabaki.” 

I was so shocked, my entire operative proc—**?%#!@ stopped for a couple seconds. 
NV was the person who made Arahabaki...? 

“Arahabaki was a highly classified state secret that spies from all over the world tried 
to steal, right? It'd be a problem if their location and background were leaked to 
outsiders. N was declared dead and his name and background were covered up... Isn’t 
that a probable story?” 

I started up my operative process once more while he was talking. “All of the 
researchers should have died during the explosion caused by Arahabaki. Was N a 
survivor of that?” 

“He was probably the only survivor. That’s why Verlaine’s hunting him down.” 
Chuuya-sama nodded. “Real name, unknown. Whereabouts, unknown. No way to get 
in contact with him. So the only way he could get in touch with him...” 

“.was to use his little brother, Detective-san.” I said. 

Shirase-san suddenly forced his way into the conversation. 


“No, no, wait, don’t you think this is all a bit strange?” 


I turned around. “What is?” 
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“Come on! You guys were the reason I was threatened, so I couldn’t forget it even if you 
wanted me to!” Shirase-san put his hand on his hip and wore an arrogant expression 
on his face. “‘Verlaine will kill so long as there’s a reason for Chuuya to stay in Japan’. 
That’s what you said! It’s got me scared to death! Well, not scared, necessarily... That’s 
not what I meant to say!” 


Verlaine’s goal was to take Chuuya-sama somewhere. It certainly seemed that way. 
Assuming that was really the case. 


“In other words, N... Does he have information that would make Chuuya-sama want to 
stay? That’s why Verlaine killed Detective-san. And next is N himself...” 


For reasons unknown, Verlaine has made it a top priority to assassinate the researcher 
named N. That much is certain. 


If that was true, that left us with the inevitable question. 
“So, then... what exactly does N know?” 


Chuuya-sama shrugged his shoulders. “Who knows? The only way to find out is to 
track him down and make him talk.” 


“Woah woah, wait a minute! Don’t just decide this on your own!” Shirase-san shouted. 
“If you’re looking for this researcher, that means you're looking for Verlaine too, right? 
Sorry, but I don’t wanna see him again! Keep me somewhere safe and protect me 
instead!” 


Chuuya-sama watched Shirase-san throw a fit for about 10 whole seconds before 
sighing loudly. 


“What’s with the look?!” 


“Nothing, just... It'd be a huge pain in the ass if we did what you said...” He looked 
away. 


Shirase-san opened his mouth as if he were about to complain again, so I spoke before 
things became troublesome. 


“Unfortunately, Shirase-san does have a point.” I said. “When it comes to searching for 
N, Verlaine’s taken the lead. On top of that, he was a former spy. I wouldn’t be 
surprised if he’s already found N’s whereabouts and has stabbed him to death. Even if 
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we Started searching now and caught up to Verlaine, it’s quite possible he would be 
standing over N’s corpse, ready for us.” 


“No, things aren’t quite like that.” 
Suddenly, someone spoke. 


The voice came from an unknown, adult male. I turned around, but I didn’t see the 
owner of the voice anywhere. 


Strange. I kept turning around in order to find whoever was speaking. 
“Why are you looking around? I’m right here.” 
It was that voice again. Where was it coming from? 


“Hey, youre...” Shirase-san was staring at me with a weird look on his face. It was like 
he had seen a ghost. 


All of a sudden, I understood. 

I was the one talking. 

“You left a lot of footprints on the military’s database, so I followed one of them.” My 
mouth was moving, but it was the unknown man’s voice that came out. “We’re both 
very secretive people. I hope you'll forgive my rudeness.” 

I immediately ran a diagnosis. A third party seems to have hacked my internal feed. 


Gross! 


Thankfully, there wasn’t any malware that altered my system or killware that caused 
me to act rashly. But it was quite uncomfortable. I’d better cut the connection quickly. 


“Wait, don’t cut it.” As if he anticipated my actions, Chuuya-sama held out his hand to 
stop me. Then, he turned to me and asked, “Who are you?” 


“I’m someone that’s seeking your help.” My mouth moved on it’s own. “And someone 
who’s seeking to help you. I believe you guys call me N.” 


“So, you’re N. What a nice turn of events.” Chuuya-sama laughed only with the tip of 
his nose. “What are you planning, contacting us out of the blue? I thought you hated 
showing yourself to other people.” 
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“The winds have changed. You all know that very well.” I talked incessantly in that 
unknown voice. I didn’t know how much more I could take. “At this rate, I’ll be killed 
by the best assassin in the world. He wants to bury the truth in the darkness before I 
could tell it to you. Logically speaking, if I told you everything then there would be no 
reason to kill me.” 


Right as I vowed to rip my tongue out in 10 seconds if he kept talking, N made a 
relieving statement. “We can’t talk here. I would like you to come and meet me. I'll 
leave my address in the internal feed of this mechanical young man.” 


Chuuya quickly asked, “Wait a second. You want us to meet you? What exactly do you 
know?” 


“Everything, Chuuya-kun. I know everything about you.” His voice was detached as he 
spoke in a calm manner. “I’m looking forward to meeting you.” 


With that, the connection was lost. 


I wanted to let out a deep sigh of relief. Chuuya-sama, however, didn’t look as if he felt 
the same. 


re oe oe OC «Kk «HK «eK 


The car I was driving rattled and shook on the unpaved mountain road before coming 
to a stop near our destination. 


We were in the mountainous countryside. Under the instructions of a man called 
N—our little friend who rudely hacked my speaker—we drove halfway up a mountain 
on the outskirts of the city. 


The broad evergreen oak and beech trees formed a natural roof over our heads. Mud 
puddles were scattered across the uneven road because of the rain that fell earlier 
today. There wasn’t a single sign anyone was around, but my scanner picked up 


countless small insects watching us. 


I picked up a berry that had fallen to the ground, wiped it dry with my finger, then ate 
it. It was delicious. Chuuya-sama, who was watching me, muttered, “Gross,” to himself. 


While we were walking, Shirase-san called out from behind us. 


“I hate this. I’m totally against this. Let’s go home. There’s nothing here for us.” 
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God knows how many times I heard those words before I finally turned around. 


“My feet hurt. I can’t stand it anymore. I don’t want to walk. Hey, Mr. Mechanical 
Englishman, can you carry me on your back?” 


Chuuya-sama and I looked at each other. 


“You're more than welcome to go back on your own, Shirase.” Chuuya-sama said 
provokingly. 


“Go back? No way! You guys have a duty to protect me! There’s no way I’m leaving 
now!” 


Chuuya-sama turned back around with an exhausted look on his face before 
scratching his head. “Geez... What an awful piece of luggage we’ve taken with us.” 


“Huh? Hold on, Chuuya, do you really think you should be saying that? Just who do you 
think Iam? Aren’t I your savior, the guy who helped you when you had no memories 
and no place to stay?” As he said that, Shirase-san skillfully raised and lowered his 
eyebrows. 

Chuuya-sama’s expression at that moment couldn’t be explained in just a couple 
words. It was a very human expression, as if he were saying, ‘I want to beat your head 
in with a hammer, but I don’t have a hammer on me and I don’t want to use my bare 


hands to punch you’. 


It was such a good expression, I decided to take a photo and save it to the ‘hobbies’ tag 
in my storage. 


Chuuya-sama let out a sigh. “Fine, you can come along. But shut your mouth, already.” 
“See? Whenever Chuuya and I talk, I always win! That means I’m the king!” 

I heard Chuuya-sama mutter, “I’ll smash you to pieces,” in a quiet voice. If anything, I 
thought it was fascinating how Chuuya-sama, the pride of an illegal organization, 
would say something like that and not let the person in question hear it. 

While we were talking about such things, we finally reached our destination. 

“This is it.” 


Our destination was a shed. 
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The shed was made of wood and kept farming and hunting tools one would need on a 
mountain. Then again, it was a shed in name only. It’s walls were half-peeled because 
of the rot, allowing us to practically see inside it from out here. The thatched roof had 
almost no frame left because of the many years of wind and rain. The wood that 
propped up the shed was black with decay, looking as if it had been used since the 
Paleolithic Era, and there were holes made by insects all over the place. 


Inside the shed was a wheelbarrow that was missing a wheel, a bamboo sieve with a 
torn mesh, and a bag of fertilizer that was spilling its contents all over the place due to 
various tears. 

“What the hell is this?” Shirase-san said in disappointment. “It’s abandoned!” 

“No, there’s no mistake that this is the place.” 

I picked up one of the hatchets that were hanging on the wall. The grip was broken 
halfway due to decay. After using my scanner to survey the inside of the shed, I swung 
the hatchet down into a crevice in the floorboards. While I was pulling the hatchet 
towards me to check how it felt, I heard the sound of metal grinding against each 
other. 

The floor beneath us started to turn diagonally. 

“Woah!” 

The floorboards slid down until only the outer walls remained. The scenery of the 
mountain road disappeared and instead, a black concrete wall with rails attached to it 
rose before us. The shed’s floor itself was an elevator that led us to an underground 


basement. 


Red navigation lights were placed on the wall’s surface, lighting up the elevator shaft 
as we descended. The red lights lit up the sides of our faces at a steady pace. 


“Nice.” Shirase-san said in surprise, a childlike smile slowly forming on his face. “Now 
the adventure can begin.” 


I see. This was an adventure. 


Adventures were classic big screen movies. I heard that everyone’s hearts raced in 
excitement during an adventure. 


I jumped up, throwing my fist in the air and shouted, “Yahoo!” 
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Chuuya-sama watched me as I jumped with an exasperated look on his face. 
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The large, running motors came to a stop as we got off the elevator. 
Awaiting us was a dimly lit corridor. Yellow and black striped lines were drawn on the 
walls to prevent any type of collisions. We walked straight ahead, following those lines 
that seemed to invite us into the depths of the darkness. 
A faint light underneath our feet lit up the bottom of our faces. I sent out a ping signal 
to make sure we were heading in the right direction and several seconds later, received 
a ping back from the facility’s system. It seemed we were going the right way. 
We turned right, passed through a double fireproof wall, and ended up in a spacious 
underground room. Towards the back of the room that was as large as a tennis court 
was a barrier with a security station set up in front of it. Both inside and outside the 
station were two people, and looking at us was one soldier carrying a gun on his back. 
There wasn’t anything held in their gazes. Their expressions, their individual 
personalities, it was like they hadn’t given any thought to those sorts of things. The 
only thing reflected in their eyes was the fact that there were now three suspicious 
people here. 


“Halt.” The guard closest to us declared with a robotic voice. 


“We have an appointment. Let us pass.” Chuuya-sama spoke coolly as if the muzzle of a 
gun wasn’t pointed at him. 


The guard looked behind him and another guard in the office gave him a small nod. 
“You may pass. But this is an important, classified facility. Before you enter, we'll need 
to check your personal belongings and get a blood test from each of you.” 


“A blood test?” Chuuya-sama raised his eyebrows. “What for?” 


“You guys don’t even know what facility you’re in?” The guard let out a sigh of 
contempt. “You poor things.” 


“What did you say?! Just who do you think I am...” 


“You’re probably someone everyone knows. That’s why it’s best if you keep quiet.” 
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I covered Shirase-san’s mouth before he could say a stinging retort. We would have our 
belongings checked and get the blood test. 


The guard pressed a box-shaped blood sampling kit against Chuuya-sama’s wrist. 
Once he got the sample of blood, the box released the negative air pressure with a 
fwoosh sound. Chuuya-sama’s expression hardly changed. 

The guard also performed a blood test on Shirase-san’s wrist. “Ouch! Ow, that hurts! 
Quit messing with me! If this was gonna hurt, then you should’ve said so!” He was 
struggling dramatically in pain. 

Next was my turn for the blood test. 

There was the sound of air pressure as the needle broke. 

The guard’s eyes met mine. 


Both the guard holding the blood sampling kit and I didn’t say a word. 


The guard used his spare kits to prick my leg, neck, and hip, every place imaginable 
that wasn’t covered by my clothes. All of them broke. 


It started to get a bit louder around the station. “Bring me a knife!” “Do we have a 
saw?!” The number of people gradually increased. The guards came together to try and 


get a sample of my blood. Everything was useless. 


When they finally ran out of options, the guards looked at me, panting with exhaustion. 
I stood upright, my face expressionless as I waited for them to take my blood. 


They stood in a puzzled silence. 


I stretched out my neck until my joints were visible. Then, I turned my face towards 
them and moved my head back and forth while walking. “I’m a pigeon.” 


“Uwaaaaaaaa!!” The guards fell backwards. 
“Don’t tease them!” Chuuya-sama hit the back of my head. 


Needless to say, after getting the ok from security headquarters, I was exempted from 
the blood test and got to proceed. 
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One of the guards led us deeper into the facility. 


Surprisingly enough, the inside of the facility wasn’t really worth talking about. It was 
just a white corridor with twelve unnumbered doors on both sides of it, and when we 
turned a corner at the end of the corridor there’d be another hallway with twelve 
doors on both sides, and so forth. Though that’s to be expected. It was designed like 
this to make it harder for intruders to find exactly what they were looking for. There 
were many twists and turns in these corridors so that when a gunfight broke out, it’d 
be difficult to keep your eyes on them. 


Basically, since this was a secret facility, there would be quite a lot of problems if an 
intruder stole anything. 


When we reached the end of the corridor, we came across a solid wall that only opened 
up once the guard messed around on the terminal before we continued on (I already 
knew there was space behind the wall from my data scan). 


The back of the room seemed to be the researcher’s division. It was quite spacious. 


All of a sudden, there were more people out and about. Researchers in white clothes 
frantically ran back and forth across the corridor. Some were arguing with their 
colleagues, some were rubbing their eyes as if they had just woken up, and some were 
hurrying to wash the coffee they had spilled on their lab coats, looking like they were 
on their third all-nighter. 


The military, police, and illegal organizations each had their unique characteristics all 
over the world, but for some reason, laboratories were universally the same. There 
wasn’t much difference between here and Britain. Majority of researchers lived in their 
labs so the atmosphere stayed carefree regardless of what they were researching. 


As we stared at the scene in front of us, the guards rushed us forward with the muzzles 
of their guns. 


“Don’t stop and stare. People who were invited aren’t in a position to be interested in 
what goes on here.” 


“Is that so? Hmm, but what’s the big deal...” Shirase-san grumbled out a couple of 
complaints. 


I carefully collected the data and ascertained a few things. 
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This seemed to be the research division of the army that has specialized in researching 
supernatural abilities since before the Great War. After analyzing the conversations of 
those we passed by, that much became certain. I wanted to get more information, but 
this truly was a secret military facility. All consoles for electronic device access had 
countermeasures in place to combat hacking, repelling against any external 
connections. I would need a considerable amount of time to hack into it. 


But for now, the information I did acquire was enough. I thought for a while before 
speaking. 


“I was thinking, Chuuya-sama—” While we were walking, I stood next to Chuuya-sama 
and lowered my voice. “—about the reason why N-shi’ became a target. Could it be that 
N-shi has evidence that you’re human?” 


“Huh?” Chuuya-sama turned his head in surprise. “Where did that come from?” 
I continued to speak while looking at the log of accumulated estimated data. 


“We don’t know whether you’re a human being or an artificial string of equations. 
Verlaine said you were only a string of equations, but he didn’t give any solid evidence. 
We assumed it was true based on a mere claim. But what if Verlaine lied? If that was 
the case, then he must want to get rid of those who know the truth. The truth that 
you’re a human, that is. After all, if you knew the truth, then you’d have no reason to go 
after him. Which was why Verlaine chose to assassinate N-shi... Doesn’t it all fall into 
place?” 


“Why would Verlaine lie?” 


“Because he couldn’t persuade you.” That I was confident about. “He needs you for 
some reason, probably because you're also a gravity user who was given that power in 
a military laboratory. But even if he said, ‘Leave the mafia behind and come with me’, 
normally, you wouldn’t have gone with him.” 


“In other words... N becoming an assassination target is proof that I’m a human...?” 
“Yes.” 


Chuuya-sama seemed to think it over when he heard that. He glanced towards the 
wall, scratched his forehead, scratched his nose, and crossed his arms. He then 
covered his face, hiding his expression. 


° The honorific -shi (EF) holds a higher meaning than -sama, but isn’t as respectful as -dono. Adam saying this shows 
that he sees Chuuya as his “master”, but N as someone who’s of a higher position than Chuuya. 
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I heard the sound of small, intermittent breaths escaping his mouth. 
It was laughter. 


“Pft, haha... What the hell, you dumbass?” His voice was quiet and tired. “You're telling 
me I’m human, after all? Geez, it’s so stupid that I’m starting to get my hopes up...” 


I also smiled. Somehow, it felt like a long time since I last saw Chuuya-sama smile. 
“What are you looking at?” As if to hide his face, Chuuya-sama glared at me over his 
shoulder. “What’s with the smile? I’m not thinking of anything in particular, you 


know.” 


“I’m also not thinking of anything.” I am an outstanding machine, so I can lie with 
composure. 


“Then why do you have that look in your eye!” 
“Eye? The eyes aren’t organs that can communicate with language.” 


“I know you by now, you know.” Chuuya-sama scowled at me as if he were peeved. 
“You're saying that stuff on purpose, aren’t you?” 


Have I been found out? 


Chuuya-sama pointedly turned his back, forced himself to stretch and started walking 
at a fast pace. 


“Either way, I’m done listening to you! Haa, looks like today’s job is gonna be easy!” 
Chuuya-sama spoke loudly to no one in particular. 


He walked forward with a light gait in his step, and my face automatically formed a 
smile. 
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Our next stop was in front of a door. 
The guard pressed a call button on the side of the door, stating his purpose. “Come in,” 


came the reply as the door opened automatically. That voice, that shameful voice, was 
the same one that hacked my vocal mechanisms. 
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Behind the door was a large office. The back window was a synthetic display that 
showed a sandy beach by the ocean despite us being underground. There were two 
towering oak bookshelves on either side of the wall that were filled with specialized 
books from all over the world. A man was sprawled in front of an antique-style desk 
placed in the back of the room. 


The man was doing something under a huge box so only the upper half of his body was 
visible. The only thing we could see were the toes of his leather shoes pointing towards 
the ceiling. 


“Sorry, can I have you wait a bit?” He said with the back of his shoes. “It’s taking me 
longer than I thought to fix up the isolation tank for this experiment. It’s a bathtub 
that’s supposed to artificially create an altered state of consciousness while increasing 
the output of abilities, but... the crucial measurement function was interfering with the 
tub’s magnesium sulfate solution. I’m trying to replace the gamma ray detector for 
positron decay with something more accurate.” 


“Why don’t you try implementing an intravascular activity marker rather than fussing 
over a non-invasive measure?” I suggested. 


“Already tried it.” His shoes answered cheerfully. “But this time around, the potential 
ability inside of the test subject starts to act up. Human bodies are irrational, unlike 


yours... Alright, that should be good.” 


The shoes—rather, the owner of the shoes crawled out from underneath the box like it 
was a coffin. 


While he was cleaning his hands, he smiled at us. 


“Now then, shall we talk? I’m sure you have several questions, and Ill do my best to 
answer them all. Think of this place as the final stop on your journey...” 


That face. There was no doubt about it. 

“Your face...” Chuuya-sama said stiffly. “You look just like him.” 

Chuuya-sama stared at him as he took out a photo from his breast pocket. It was a 
photo of some beach. Five year-old Chuuya-sama held the hand of a young man 


wearing a traditional linen kimono. The man squinted his eyes as he smiled in 
amusement, probably due to the blinding light of the setting sun. 
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“I was in charge of the Arahabaki project. The alias N was given to me by the military, 
taken after the first initial from Nakahara. In other words...” 


The young man in the picture looked the same as the researcher standing in front of 
uS. 


“I’m your father.” 
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The video on screen showed a golden coin. 


A fox was engraved on the front while a moon was engraved on the back. It was a 
beautiful coin, yet it was somehow sad. 


Someone was playing with the coin between their fingers. They looked young, but 
everything behind the arm was hidden off screen, so there was no way to know for 
sure. 


That someone was speaking in a singsong voice. 

“For the tainted sorrow 

Has no wishes or desires 

For the tainted sorrow 

In it’s languor dreams of death” 

It was a curious verse of poetry. The words weren’t directed towards anyone in 
particular and gave the feeling that they would endlessly fall into nothingness beneath 
their feet. 

With those words, the golden coin began to emit a strange light. 

The screen suddenly switched. 

Whoever was holding the golden coin looked small in the center of the screen. I still 
couldn’t tell who they were. The only thing that I could see was the bizarrely spacious 


room surrounded by large concrete walls. 


The light emitting from the coin changed from a white color to a dangerous red that 
covered the entire screen. 


The screen switched again. 
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The next video was of an observation room overlooking the spacious hall. One of the 
walls of the observation room was made of thick, acrylic glass and beyond that, the 
light being emitted from the coin could be seen. 


“Confirming the release of ability from the depths of the test subject. Starting the 
procedures from 8-0-6 to 8-7-2.” 


There were more than ten researchers in the room doing each calculation at their 
desks. 


“Confirming the increase in light of ability. The gradient increase exceeds the 
permissible value by 320%.” 


“Don’t stop yet.” 


The light emitting from the coin grew brighter on screen. It dimly illuminated the 
faces of the observing researchers. 


The light started to pulsate. The color changed from a bright red to jet black that 
swallowed any and all light. 


“The receptors of the gamma ray spectrometer have exceeded their limit. The room 
temperature is rising.” 


The space in the room itself started to change. The floorboards suddenly peeled off 
with a snapping sound, the coin attracting them. Before the floorboards could crash 
into the coin they were crushed by gravity, getting smaller and smaller until they 
disappeared like dust. 

Shortly after, the landscape itself started to distort. 

“Spatial distortion visible to the naked eye! Meters 2 to 6, 10, and 14 are damaged!” 


“The test subject’s vitals are in critical—no, they’ve stopped!” 


The walls and floors of the large space peeled off, crashing towards the light one after 
another. The room was no longer in its original shape. 


“Stop the experiment! Pour in the emergency water supply!” 


Instantaneously, the space shrunk in on itself. The room was distorted, focusing on the 
person holding the coin. 
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There was a flash of impact. The acrylic glass that separated the researchers from the 
lab shook violently before shattering into a thousand pieces. They were floating in 
midair. 


Someone screamed. 


Then it blacked out. 


>> +> >» 3) “HK «HK «HK 
“First of all, what do you think an ability is?” 


While we were on our way to the basement, N-shi started up the conversation with a 
question. 


The information that Verlaine wanted to stop us from finding out—with that in mind, 
N-shi invited us to an underground laboratory. We were on the way there. 


“To be honest, not even us veteran researchers know much about abilities. It’s a little 
embarrassing to admit, what with having this lavish research facility and all.” 


We listened to him talk as we walked down the stairs. N-shi led the way, Chuuya-sama 
followed him, and Shirase-san was behind Chuuya-sama. I brought up the rear. 


“But we do know a few things.” N-shi said in a cool voice. “First, no non-human 
lifeforms, like plants or monkeys, can have an ability, and one person can only have 
one kind of innate ability. If an ability user dies, their ability fundamentally disappears. 
There isn’t a single ability out there that can output enough energy to burn the entire 
earth to ashes. Meaning, abilities have a limiter.” 


“Even I know that much.” Chuuya-sama said indifferently, as if N-shi’s words were 
redundant. 


“Ill get interesting from here.” N-shi continued with an impish smile on his face that 
masked his true intentions. “I said there was a limiter, but the military wanted to know 
if there was a way to go beyond that limiter. Essentially, you can. One of those ways is 
through ability singularity.” 


Oho. 
I was impressed that they knew of singularities. The military’s field researchers knew 


it was more than just a theory as well. Even in Britain, where I was born, only a select 
few researchers knew of this phenomenon. 
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This country was progressing faster in ability related research than I thought. 


“There are only a few people in the government who know about it, but... A singularity 
is a phenomenon that develops a normal ability into a meta-ability different from the 
original one as a result of several outside interferences.” N continued. “And during the 
singularity, there isn’t a limiter on the ability. Anything can happen. This phenomenon 
is worthy of being called an error among abilities.” 


We arrived at the lowest floor of the laboratory. Because we were so deep 
underground, we couldn’t hear anything aside from our footsteps. 


We stopped in front of a door. N-shi used a key hanging from his hips to unlock and 
open the door. 


“Hey, where are you taking us? And why are you giving us this long explanation?” 


“You'll understand why soon enough.” N-shi grinned. “This is related to the essence of 
your existence, so listen.” 


He continued. “Now then, a singularity is an extremely straightforward phenomenon, 
but the process for it to happen is not so straightforward. The easiest way to explain it 
is ‘the clashing of contradicting abilities. What would happen when the ability to 
deceive others without fail clashes with the ability to see the truth without fail? Or 
when two people who can predict the future fight each other? More often than not one 
of them wins, but in some rare cases, the abilities will develop into something 
completely different from the original. We call this a contradictory-type singularity.” 


I casually looked next to me to see Shirase-san groaning out, “Mmm, a 
contradictory-type... Nngh...” 


“Shirase-san, I know this is difficult to understand, but please don’t fall asleep while 
you're walking.” 


“So then, Chuuya-kun.” N-shi continued talking to Chuuya-sama, who stood right next 
to him. He didn’t even look at Shirase-san. “I said that you needed at least two abilities 
to create a singularity, but there are actually ability users in this world who can create 
a singularity by themselves.” 


“What?” 


“By running into a logical disparity with their own ability and not someone else’s, they 
can cause a singularity.” As he was saying that, N-shi twirled his index finger around. 
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“Those kinds of abilities are out there. A German researcher first discovered it and 
labeled it as a ‘self-contradicting ability’, Right... ’ll give you an example. Let’s say 
there was a boy who had the ability to amplify the abilities of others through touch. It’s 
quite a useful ability. By the way—if he happened to use this ability on himself instead 
of other people, what do you think would happen?” 


“Well... his ability would be amplified, wouldn’t it?” 


“Exactly. In other words, the ability to amplify abilities would be amplified, or rather, 
the power to amplify abilities will be amplified by the power to amplify abilities. That 
self-reference would continue for eternity, causing the ability to be amplified 
endlessly. As a result, the endless loop of energy destroys the natural rule of abilities 
and a singularity is born. The excess energy causes a change in mass and a high-density 
spatial distortion. He was caught up in a vortex of gravity and went to the other side, 
from where he’ll never return.” 


I see. Now I understand. “That’s what happened to the ability user holding the coin in 
the experiment footage you showed us.” 


“Yup. That destructive ability is something that can only be activated once in your life.” 


“Hey, could that spatial distortion be...?” Chuuya-sama’s expression was stiff and his 
voice sounded rigid. 


“Well, just listen to the end.” N-shi interrupted. “Self-contradicting singularities can 
happen in any country, not just Germany or Japan. They happen about once every few 
decades. Singularities have been the work of ‘gods’ and ‘demons’ since ancient times, 
though no one knows the details. In any case, the ability users die around the same 
time as activation.” 


Once when Germany, France, and the UK were trying to keep up with trends on the 
battlefield, they had their military research divisions fiercely compete with each other. 
Seeing as Japan was an ally of Germany, it’s no wonder they had the technology to 
further their gifted weapon research. 


“It’s a dangerous ability that engulfs its surroundings and self-destructs. And yet, you 
can only use it once. Such a thing can’t be called a weapon.” N-shi said with an intense 
look. “But the fact of the matter is, the singularity itself is practically an infinite supply 
of energy. Was there a way we could use it as a controllable resource? That was the 
starting point of our research. And... That which was put to use as a weapon has finally 
emerged. France is one of the leading countries when it comes to ability research.” 


France. 
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And the French government's gifted spy, the Assassin King. 
So that’s how it is. 

“Using the singularity as a weapon? How do you do that?” 
“By using the heart.” 

“Huh?” 


“The heart. A human’s spirit.” N-shi said this quietly, as if he were reciting a verse of 
poetry. “Normally, such a large source of energy would be handled by a machine, 
wouldn’t it? But like I said before, the only living creature that can use an ability is a 
human. Speaking in unscientific terms, only the human soul can use the energy 
produced by an ability. So, French researchers used an equation for personality and a 
cultivated body to trick the ability into thinking there was a human being and a soul. 
Honestly, the first researcher that came up with such a method had to have a screw 
loose. But frighteningly enough, the experiment was a success. As a result, the gifted 
spy Verlaine was born. An ability with a personality that can control gravity at will, 
born from a singularity... A few years later, after obtaining those research materials, 
Japan attempted to recreate an ability user from a singularity in the same way. That 


” 


was... 
The heavy door fully opened. N-shi urged Chuuya-sama to go in first. 
And he said, with an earnest look, “That was the Arahabaki Project.” 


At the same time he said those words, the door quickly shut. Shirase-san and I were 
left standing in front of the door. 


I judged the situation in — - - three seconds. 
“Chuuya-sama!” 


I pounded on the door, but the bullet and explosion proof door was rigid and didn’t 
look like it would open anytime soon. 


N-shi’s voice played from a speaker on the side of the door. 
“There can only be two people from this point onwards.” Came the flat voice, devoid of 


any emotion. “The Arahabaki Project is more or less a state secret. I only got 
permission for one other person to come down here. And—” 
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He broke off, as if he were thinking of what to say, before continuing. 


“What he’s about to see is something he should probably only see alone. I don’t think 
he’d want other people, especially his friends, to see what’s next.” 


Immediately after that, there were signs of a mass starting to move on the other side of 
the door. Thanks to my scan, there seemed to be an elevator behind the door. 
Chuuya-sama and N-shi appeared to ride the elevator down to the space below. I was 
surprised they still had further to go after coming down this far already. 


I tried to cut the elevator’s control system, but it didn’t work. It didn’t fight off my 
attempts, for the radio waves didn’t reach the outside in the first place. 


Then I realized something. This was what they called an anechoic chamber. 

The principle was simple. When a room was surrounded by metal plates such as 
conductive iron, radio waves were reflected back, and because a magnetic field 
bypassed inside the metal plates, the inside became an isolated space in which an 
electromagnetic field couldn’t pass through. If you were to put a mobile phone ina 
microwave oven, the electromagnetic waves wouldn’t reach the cell towers. The same 


principle applied there. 


The evaluation value of this mission’s safety fell by 7%. To put it in human terms, I was 
‘feeling anxious’. 


What exactly was N-shi aiming for? 
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The sound of the moving elevator echoed. 
Chuuya’s expression didn’t change even when he was separated from his friends. He 
just stuck his hands in his pocket and stared at N’s face as if he were looking at a clock 
on the wall. 
“Do you think this much is enough to outwit me?” He said in a dry voice. 


“I’m not outwitting you or anything. I was just being considerate of you.” 


“Whatever I see from here on out, I’ll report to the organization.” Chuuya said, as if he 
didn’t care. “Things like state secrets aren’t for me to deal with.” 
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“You can do whatever you like.” N wore a smile full of hidden meaning. “If you really 
feel like talking, that is.” 


The elevator let out a faint hum as it finally came to a stop. The door opened. 

Beyond the door lay a small corridor. It looked the same as the ones up in the facility, 
though it was terribly old. Grit and dust accumulated at the edge of the floors. On the 
way to the back of the corridor was another door with several sheets of paper with 
labels like, “Isolation” and, “Instructions from the Head of the Information 
Bureau/Designated Sealing Department”. The papers were disgustingly old with the 
edges tinged yellow. 


N tore off the papers stuck on the door one by one. 


While giving him a sidelong glance, Chuuya said, “Hey, talk to me already.” His words 
sounded trivial. 


N turned around. 

“Speak. At this point, it’s not like I’m scared—I’m not a human, am I?” 

N didn’t answer Chuuya’s question, he simply stared at him. 

“I already know that much without you telling me.” Chuuya continued in a brusque 
tone. “I’m a product of the Arahabaki Project, an intentional singularity created in the 
same way Verlaine was. Right?” 


N gave a helpless smile. 


“And if you were? What’s ahead of us is proof of that. Are you scared to see it? Did you 
want to go home only having heard the story?” 


Chuuya didn’t answer, he just glared back at N. 


“I’m fine either way, even if you turn back here. All that matters is that Verlaine thinks I 
told you everything, not that you actually know everything.” 


As Chuuya stared at him, he turned the thoughts around in his head. When he finally 
opened his mouth, his voice had a resolute ring to it. 


“Pianoman and the others tried to find out who I really was. Because of that, they 
died.” His eyes were shining with a faraway look. A scene of the past, his friends’ backs 
to him. “Lead the way. I have a duty to learn everything for them.” 
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His voice held no hesitation. Even if you spent hundreds of years, it would be 
impossible to overturn those words. The strength of his heart was told by the feeling in 
his voice. 

N smiled and instead of a reply, he opened the door. 

It was like a large factory beyond the door. The room was so spacious you couldn’t see 
the back wall. Spreading wide between the floor and ceiling was a scaffolding wire 
mesh that served as a middle layer. Chuuya stood on that middle layer. 


The wire mesh let out a ring. 


Chuuya started to fall to his knees. As he was falling, he somehow managed to grab a 
handrail to help him stand. 


“Are you ok?” 

“I know...” Chuuya ignored his question and spoke with a pale face. “I know this place.” 
“I suppose you do, huh.” 

Sweat dripped down Chuuya’s forehead. His eyes were glued to the sight in front of 
him. N looked down at Chuuya emotionlessly and spoke in a cold voice as if he were 
reciting a phone book. 

“This is the second laboratory. It was modeled after the first laboratory that was in the 
settlements. It looks exactly the same. Since the original was destroyed in the 
explosion, this place is the only reminiscence of your childhood.” 

The voice of a phantom echoed in his mind. 

“Intruders!” 

“Lockdown Numbers 8 to 15!” 

“The tactics team ts ready for a counterattack with our best equipment!” 

Before he realized it, he was walking forward. 

It was the same. The scenery that he had become so familiar with over the course of 


the years, it was the same. Soldiers and researchers walked back and forth. A soldier 
holding a gun ran next to Chuuya. 
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This was an illusion. No one was there. 

It was just a scene playing from his memory. 

“How many intruders?! Are they armed?!” 

“There’s two of them! And there’s no weapons—they’re completely unarmed!” 


A voice from his memory shouted. This was his memory of that day. It was the last 
thing he saw from that place. 


He finally arrived at one particular spot. 

“You were in here.” 

It was a black cylinder that reached the ceiling and was thick enough so that three 
adults could just barely stretch out their arms. The surface of it looked like glass, but it 
was black and opaque, preventing you from seeing inside. 


But Chuuya knew. He knew exactly what it was. 


Chuuya turned around and looked at the facility. It was a sight that was all too familiar. 
Once, he thought this sight was everything the world had to offer. 


A bluish-black darkness. A cradle that separated him—that protected him from the 
outside world. 


All of a sudden, that cradle was broken by someone in the illusion. The cylinder was 
destroyed as someone grabbed Chuuya. 


Chuuya recognized the hand’s owner. 
Arthur Rimbaud. 
And next to him, Paul Verlaine. 


“Your existence is a miracle, Chuuya-kun.” N said in a singsong voice. “In the end, I 
couldn’t recreate a phenomenon like you.” 


With those words, Chuuya managed to bring himself back to reality. N and Chuuya 
were the only ones there and the cylinder wasn’t broken. 
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Chuuya touched the surface of the cylinder. It was neither cold nor warm—a 
temperature he knew well. 


“..502” Chuuya somehow regained his composure and turned back to N. “What kind of 
state secret is sleeping in he—” 


Suddenly, a loud bang! came from inside the cylinder. 

Chuuya froze. Right next to where his hand touched was a handprint about the same 
size as his hand. He could only see the palm. Everything else was hidden beneath that 
bluish-black darkness. 

He understood immediately. It wasn’t because the outer walls were black that you 
couldn’t see anything inside. The container was transparent. However, since it was 
filled with a blueish-black liquid, the contents couldn’t be seen. 

“Who is in there?!” Chuuya shouted at N. 

N didn’t answer him, just calmly stared at him with those cold eyes. 

“Tell me! Who is in there?!” 

The size of a hand. 

The same as Chuuya’s. 

“There’s no need to rush. You'll see soon.” 

N took a remote control panel out of his coat pocket and turned one of the many 
knobs. The bluish-black liquid formed some bubbles as the water drained with a 


gurgling sound. 


The water level dropped from the top of the cylinder. Chuuya took a step back and 
stared blankly at the cylinder. 


“This is...” 

Inside the liquid—was Chuuya. 

His eyes were closed. He was wearing plastic clothing typically used in experiments, 
but other than that, there was nothing on his body. He was awfully thin and because of 


that, looked a little younger than Chuuya himself was. There were silverly-white 
shackles fastened to the bottom of the cylinder, which attached to both of his ankles. 
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He looked to just be sleeping, but his expression was stiff, as if he might break at any 
moment. 


“Let me introduce you. This is your original.” 

Chuuya stared at him in shock. 

“This is the owner of a self-contradictory type of ability. Born in a hot spring town in 
the San’in® region, he was a normal boy aside from his ability. I used a special 
regulation device so he wouldn’t be crushed by the gravity of a singularity. That’s why 


he’s alive.” 


Suddenly, the boy in the cylinder started to become distressed. He coughed incessantly 
and looked like he couldn’t breathe very well. 


He bent over and vomited so violently it looked like his internal organs were spilling 
out. However, because the cylindrical container was so thick, you couldn’t really hear 
what was happening inside. 


“Hey... He’s in pain! Is he ok?!” 


“Probably not.” N said calmly. “The womb’s aqueous solution needed for life support 
was drained away, after all.” 


“What...!?” 


The boy inside the container screamed something as he writhed on the floor, pounding 
against the container relentlessly. But whatever he was saying, they couldn’t hear it. 


“What are you doing?! Help him!” 

“There’s no need. He fulfilled his role long ago. The role of giving birth to you, I mean.” 
The boy in the cylinder convulsed, throwing up an unbelievable amount of blood. 
Chuuya’s expression quickly changed. 

He grabbed N’s chest as hard as he could and pulled him down, shouting at him. 


“Hurry and put the water back!” 


8 The San'in region is a subregion of Chigoku region that composes of the prefectures of Shimane, Tottori, and 
sometimes the northern portion of Yamaguchi Prefecture 
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“Why?” N said, his face unchanging. 
“Shut up! Put the water back or I’ll fucking kill you!” 
N shrugged his shoulders. “Alright. Here.” 


N handed the remote control panel he used to drain out the fluid to Chuuya. He 
snatched it out of his hands. 


The control panel had three black knobs, three black buttons, and one red button. He 
turned the knob N had used to drain the water in the opposite direction, but there was 
no response. Nothing happened when he pressed the other buttons, either. 


Meanwhile, the boy continued to suffer. His body was trembling and reddish-black 
blood flowed from his mouth. He couldn’t breathe because of the blood in his lungs 
and his complexion turned bluish-purple. 


Chuuya frantically tried a combination of buttons. At one point, a banging noise 
sounded as Chuuya turned the container diagonally. 


The cylinder tilted towards them like it was bowing, allowing the top half of the 
container to open up. The remaining solution drained out and the boy finally rolled 
down to the floor. 

Chuuya held the boy’s body. 

“Hey, hang in there!” 

The boy couldn’t breathe, his chest heaving with effort as he laid in Chuuya’s arms. His 
face was exactly the same as Chuuya’s, but his eyes seemed somehow kinder and 


much, much frailer. 


The boy grabbed onto Chuuya and slowly looked up at him. He opened his mouth in an 
attempt to say something. He managed to take a single breath. 


But that was it. 


His life had ended. His hand lost its power and fell and his eyes became cloudy. Any air 
left in his lungs was exhaled out in a sigh. With that, everything was over. 
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Chuuya watched as the boy’s body began to deteriorate. His skin crumbled and his 


flesh melted, turning into a liquid the same color as that bluish-black solution. There 
was nothing he could do to stop it. The flesh slid off his body, exposing his bones. 
After that, all that remained was the boy’s tiny skeleton, the plastic clothes he wore, 
and the cluster of transfusion tubes and measurement cords that were connected to it. 
That, and the blue-black mud underneath his feet. 

Chuuya set the skeleton on the ground and reached towards N. 

“You...!” 

He aggressively grabbed his clothes, but N’s expression didn’t change in the slightest. 
“I wasn’t lying when I said I was your father.” N said levelly, as if he were reading some 
kanji. “I designed your body, fixing your genetics so it could withstand Arahabaki’s 
output.” 

Then, the unthinkable happened. 

N easily pulled Chuuya’s fist off his clothes. 


“Wha...” 


Chuuya tried to punch him, but couldn’t. He couldn’t even stay standing. His knees 
trembled and his body felt heavy. 


It wasn’t that N was strong, just that Chuuya was weak. 
Chuuya remembered this feeling. 
“This is... the same as that time...” 


One year ago, at the public cemetery alongside a cliff. This feeling was the same as 
when Shirase stabbed him in the back. Back then, what did Shirase say? 


—“It’s better if you don’t move. I covered the blade with rodenticide.” “Your limbs will he 
numb for a while, and you won't be able to move as you usually do.” 


The memory of Shirase’s voice sounded far away and weirdly exaggerated. 


Chuuya’s knees fell to the floor. Both of his hands felt way too heavy. 
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But why? Why was he feeling that now? 


“I designed you, so I know you well. Your body is sturdy, and yet, you’re as weak to 
poison as a normal person is.” 


“Poison...” 


Chuuya went through his memories. Poisoning him is not an easy feat. If there was 
such an attack, he would have noticed immediately. 


Wait. 


Right before they entered the facility, they were asked to have their belongings 
checked and to take a blood test. 


The testing kit. The shot. 

“The shot...!” 

“I invited you to tell you the truth. I thought that if we did that, I could avoid being 
assassinated by Verlaine.” N said, smoothing out the wrinkles Chuuya made when he 
grabbed his coat. “But the plan wasn’t all that reliable. There was no way to guarantee 
Verlaine would give up if I simply told you the truth. So I decided to use a more reliable 
method.” 

Chuuya struggled to stand up. His feet splashed in the bluish-black mud. 


“Do you understand? If you died, Verlaine would lose his incentive to stay in the 
country.” 


“You bastard!” 


His anger exploded. Through the power of his emotions rather than his body, he 
sprang up. He threw his fist towards N. 


N calmly shot Chuuya with a gun. 


The bullet hit Chuuya square in the forehead, bursting apart as it hit his skull. He flew 
backwards, falling down as he bled from his forehead. 


The bullet didn’t go through his skull. It slid down his forehead, falling against the 
floor. Upon impact, he focused what little gravity manipulation he had left to stop the 
bullet from hitting him. 
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N mercilessly shot more bullets at the fallen Chuuya, his face emotionless. 


He couldn’t stop all the bullets. A few bullets hit Chuuya directly in the arm and 
abdomen, causing blood and pieces of flesh to splatter. 


Chuuya couldn’t even raise his voice to scream. 
“You probably think I’m a terrible man, but I’m not doing this because I view my life as 
valuable. It’s so I can preserve my research. You could say I’m doing this for the 


country.” 


N took a container out of his lab coat and opened it. Inside was a small syringe. He put 
the syringe in one of the wounds made by the bullets. 


“Doing the inhumane for the organization you belong to... Belonging to a prominent 
organization yourself, you understand, right?” 


“You....Shithead...” 


Chuuya groaned, lifting his hand in an attempt to grab N. However, he never reached 
him. 


His hand fell against the floor. 
Then everything went dark. 
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Right next to me, Shirase-san suddenly seemed to be in pain. 
He fell to the floor, grabbing his throat and writhing about. 
“Shirase-san! What happened?!” 
I was already running a diagnosis report while I said that. A decrease in heart rate and 
blood pressure, along with diaphoresis, myoclonus, and dyspnea. All were typical 
symptoms of poisoning. But, there weren’t any abnormalities in the components of the 
air. I checked my environmental scan logs from up until now, but there wasn’t any 


trace of poisonous gas. 


To help alleviate his symptoms, I gave him a shot of atropine, which has an 
anticholinergic effect. After observing him for a while and seeing his symptoms 
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improve, I injected him with a larger dose of the drug. As I was originally made for the 
battlefield, I have a stock of counteracting drugs to be used against biological and 
chemical weapons. This one wasn’t life-threatening. 


Once Shirase-san quieted down, I laid him on the floor and tried to leave the room. I 
couldn’t. Neither the door in front of us nor the door behind us would open. Because 
this room was electromagnetically shielded, I couldn't connect to the control panel and 
I wasn’t able to communicate with the outside. 


From the very beginning, we were led here to be locked in. The evaluation of risk to the 
mission rose to 38%. It was an alarming number. 


I thought for a little bit before slamming my body against the door. The iron door was 
unyielding. I threw one of the iron desks in the room, but it only made a tiny dent. 


This room was a narrow, corridor-like room with only desks, chairs, and staff lockers 
decorating the inside. If I could just connect with a terminal, I’d be able to 
communicate. To keep the electromagnetic field up, the ceiling and doors were made 
of thick iron which made it difficult to escape. 


It can’t be helped. 

I felt around the back side of my waist and opened the attachment port that was there. 
I searched for a part and took it out. I opened the space on my right hand from my 
middle and index finger to my wrist and put the part in the crevice. 

It was an attachable military-grade handsaw. The handsaw was the rotary type about 
the size of a palm. I usually use it when I’m chasing a suspect and come across a locked 


door. 


I rotated the saw before pressing it up against the electronic lock on the door. It made 
a shrill sound as sparks flew towards my suit. 


It looked like it would take some time, but we had to hurry. This research facility was 
dangerous. I’ll bet their goal was to poison Chuuya-sama and Shirase-san got tangled 
up in it. And now we were trapped. Chuuya-sama was in danger. 

He could have been killed. 


No, even worse, he could be— 
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The room was empty. 
No desks, no chairs, no screens, no decorations, nothing. Only a scale showing the 
elevation was etched into the wall. The room about the size of a small school 
swimming pool was actually a water tank used to store experimental irrigation water 
in case of emergencies. 
Chuuya was hanging from a wall in the room. Both of his wrists were wrapping up in a 
wire, preventing him from falling to the floor. The wires were lined with thick spikes 
and dug into his wrists like the jaws of a beast. Both of his feet barely touched the floor. 
The clothes on the upper half of his body were taken off, revealing the bloody bullet 
holes. Two stakes were driven into the deepest bullet holes, one in his chest and one in 


his abdomen. 


The stakes were chained to the ceiling, and from there, an electric current passed 
through them. 


Chuuya shrieked. The smell of his burning flesh hung in the air. 

The electric current entered the stakes and escaped through the barbed wires on his 
wrists. During that time, his muscles, nerves, and internal organs were getting shred 
to pieces. That intense pain was enough to make him wish he had never been born as 
his entire body was diced into mincemeat. 

“...’m gonna kill you...” 

The suspended Chuuya growled out as he glared at the camera pointed towards him. 
The electric current passed again. He let out a low cry like that of a beast. 


N was watching the situation from the experiment observation room. 


The flash from the electric current reached all the way up to the observation room. 
Though, N didn’t even blink. 


“Administer 10 mL of midazolam.” He ordered the subordinate next to him as he gazed 
steadily at the scene down below. 


“But his heartbeat...” The young researcher checked the measurements with an 
anxious voice. 


“That much won’t kill him. Administer it.” 
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Several different operational equipment moved. A clear liquid flew down into one of 
the four white tubes stabbed into Chuuya’s back and disappeared into his body. His 
eyes opened wide as he let out a cry full of agony, as if his internal organs were being 
twisted. 


But even so, N’s face didn’t so much as twitch. His face held no sympathy, no cruelty, 
nothing. He stared down at Chuuya as if he were looking at a number. 


The experiment observation room was lined up with about 20 chairs, tools, and 
researchers. All the researchers were busy walking around, comparing the changes 
with the experiment’s protocol so that there were no problems moving forward. 


“Chuuya-kun. Does it hurt?” N brought his face close to the speaker nearby and spoke 
to Chuuya. 


Chuuya stayed limp and didn’t reply. 


“I’m sorry. I wish there was another way.” N said, his voice sounding guilt free. “But if 
we're going to save you, we have no choice.” 


While he was talking, N glanced sideways to confirm the numerical values. Then, he 
continued. 


“In the same way that we respect your wishes, your ability ‘Arahabaki’ does too. 

Rather, it’s better to say your will is bound to his. Since your will is clear cut, Arahabaki 
can’t be taken from you. You're the sole controlled singularity in this country that can 
redefine how we know abilities to work.” 


N’s voice cut out as he turned off the speaker, and turning to his subordinate, he asked, 
“The effects of the midazolam?” 


“There are signs, probably around 2 minutes until a significant response.” 


N nodded. “Administer another 20 mL.” He instructed. He went up to the speaker 
again. 


“Chuuya-kun. Right now, your personality is occupying the reins of Arahabaki. In 
other words, if we killed you, we’d lose a very valuable controlled singularity. With that 
said, simply overwriting your pre-existing personality with a new one could lead to a 
conflict between the two, causing Arahabaki to go on another rampage. We wouldn’t 
want the lab to blow up again.” 
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N said the last part in a voice so quiet nobody could hear him, and laughed at his joke 
with only the tip of his nose. But he wiped that smile off his face in an instant. 


“Then there’s this.” 
N turned a knob on the control panel. 


A large electric current passed through the stakes chained to the ceiling and entered 
through his wounds. Chuuya was struck with a wave of agony so severe he felt like his 
entire body would be shocked to pieces. Chuuya practically roared in intense pain. He 
tried to escape the pain by twisting his body up, but the barbed wires dug deep into 
both his wrists, which only caused him to bleed. 


“You could voluntarily release Arahabaki. It’s nothing you have to think too hard about. 
All you have to do is say a few words, like a mind spell. It’s an authorization code that 
initializes the detonation seal. From there, it’ll become a part of your coding. Once 
you've checked in with that mind spell, the new personality will take over your original 
one. And then, you'll be released from the pain. From the pain that’s been plaguing you 
for days... and from the perpetuating darkness that’s followed you for years.” 


The perpetuating darkness. 


Upon hearing those words, the unresponsive Chuuya finally showed signs of life. He 
moved his head weakly. 


The change didn’t go unnoticed by N. 


“Just say the following words. It’s a really simple phrase, and you can say them in your 
head.” 


N closed his eyes and recited the authorization code in a monotonous manner. It was a 
simple renku’. 


“—QOh, grantors of dark disgrace. May ye never wake me again.” 
“Oh, grantors of dark disgrace...” 
Chuuya’s lips seemed to move automatically. The drugs were taking effect. His eyes 


were out of focus. Those very human eyes that weren’t aware of his mouth moving, his 
throat trembling, or of what he was saying. 


7 A renku is like a haiku in that it follows a 5/7/5 format, though it’s typically done by different poets 
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N gave a small smile and mumbled, “Alright.” Chuuya continued. 


“May ye never wake... Wait... Who am I...?” 
The words spilled out between a break in the pain. 
Those words spread weakly across the floor, cooling the room. 


While watching the video, N scowled in displeasure. As he continued to stare at the 
feed, N instructed his subordinate, “Raise the output.” 


“But...” 
“Do it!” 


A large electric current passed through the stake. The shapeless thundersnake 
violently entered his body, stomping all over his muscles, nerves, and internal organs. 


Chuuya shrieked in agony. 
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The rotary saw cut through the lock’s axis, causing the shrill, metallic sound to stop. 


The heat irreversibly deformed my rotary saw attachment, so I doubt I’d be able to use 
it again. Best to throw it away here. 


With this, I could go outside. However, I couldn’t just leave the unconscious 
Shirase-san here. I was programmed to be an android detective who protected 
humans. No matter the circumstance, I couldn’t leave a defenseless human in a 
dangerous place. Even if that task was searching for Chuuya-sama, first, I had to take 
Shirase-san somewhere safe. 


I placed my hand on the door I cut earlier to open it. 

Turns out, I didn’t need to. 

Because all of a sudden, I was blown away along with the door. 

The floor went overhead, then underfoot, then overhead again. While I was rolling 


backwards, I felt a heavy stress concentrated around my head and shoulders. I was 
shot, the impact causing me to fall back. I had made it a high priority to be on the 


115 


defensive while lowering the priority on using my sensors for the surrounding 
environment. 


My sensors picked up three enemies, all heavily armed soldiers. Given that we were in 
a military run facility, it’s no wonder they were armed to that degree. The door was 
probably crushed by a bomb and blown in here. 


Performing an analysis on where I was shot. There were spiral cracks on my outer 
armor. This was not good. They used a full metal jacket bullet. 


During normal human combat, bullets with a softer warhead were used since the 
bullet stopped inside the body and ensued more damage. But the enemy used a 
warhead focused more on penetration and speed, meaning they came to fight with my 
mechanical body in mind. 


Not good. This was not good at all. 


I saw the entrance once I equilibrated my vision. The three soldiers already had their 
muzzles pointed at me. 


Arain of bullets showered down at me with an unavoidable force. 
>> +> >> 6) «HK «HK «HK 
The sound of his heartbeat was terribly loud. 


The sound was like a banging drum right next to his ear. Nakahara Chuuya looked 
towards the sound, but of course, there was no heart there. Just who’s heart is this? 
Mine? No way. I’m not a human being. Something as gracious as a heart doesn’t suit 
me at all. 


There was another electric current. His whole body convulsed whether he intended it 
to or not. It felt like all the liquid in his body was boiling as one by one, his blood 
vessels were shred to pieces. He had long since passed how much pain a sixteen year 
old boy could handle. Thankfully, no one cared whether he screamed or cried out. So 
every time he felt the pain, he screamed. He could taste blood coming from his throat. 


It'd been a while since he last heard N’s voice. Scientists hated wasted efforts. He 
probably left until Chuuya made a sound worth mentioning, letting him savor the pain 
for as long as he liked. 


His gravity manipulation hadn’t completely disappeared, but its power was weak. 
Maybe the tubes that were stabbed through his back were continuously dishing out the 
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poison to his body. His limbs were numb, his mind was fuzzy. It was hard for him to 
tell what was moving in reality and what was moving inside his mind. Along with the 
poison, some kind of medicine was being administered. Was it medicine used for 
confessions, or maybe one that caused delirium? 


How long can I endure this? 


I can endure it forever, of course. For all of eternity if I have to. I can do it because I’m 
me. 


But why would I? 
—Isn’t that what I’m always saying, Chuuya? 


Chuuya suddenly heard a familiar voice inside his head. It was the voice of the person 
he hated most in this world. 


— You being born was some kind of mistake. Fust like me. What’s the point in enduring this 
bain to cling onto a fake life? 


The voice sounded like it was ridiculing him. 

“Shut it.” 

Chuuya seemed to spit the words at him. He knew the voice was all in his head, just an 
auditory hallucination that was caused by the medicine. No one was there. But his 
mind was out of his control, so the voice couldn’t be stopped. 

“Fuck off, Dazai.” 


—Is that clichéd reply the best you could do? 


The voice was right next to his ear. Chuuya wanted to chop his ears off. Beside him, 
Dazai’s shadowy figure was flickering, making him want to gouge out his eyes. 


—'There’s proof for you to believe my words, you know. Deep down inside, you and I are the 
same. 


“Shut up, shut up, shut up! I’m me! I’m nothing like the piece of shit you are!” 
—Well, you would say that to him. 


Chuuya froze when he heard another low voice that seemed to grab his heart. 
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—But it’s impossible for you to keep lying to yourself. Didn’t we say that when you first 
Joined us? 


Chuuya saw the figure. With that, he was certain this was just a hallucination caused by 
the drugs. 


“Pianoman...” 

Chuuya’s voice sounded bone-dry as sweat ran down his forehead. 

Pianoman was leaning up against the wall in front of him, looking calmly at Chuuya 
with his arms crossed. It was the same posture he always had while standing in the 

back of the store. There was no way he could forget it. 

—I’ve told you the reason why we let you join us. We thought you would rebel against the 
mafia. You looked like you wanted to destroy any and everything, burning it all with the 


flames of retaliation. Even now, you still look like that. 


More shadows appeared, slipping through the wall next to the worried Pianoman. 
Albatross, Iceman, Lippmann, Doc. 


They all spoke to Chuuya with a smile on their faces. 

—We may have died because of the origin of your birth, but we don’t blame you. 
—We’re mafioso. We were prepared for it. 

“You idiots! What kind of reason is that?! I...!” 


Pianoman and the other’s smiles disappeared from their faces. He heard the next voice 
directly in his ear. 


—Then die. 

Startled, Chuuya turned around to see the pale face of a ghostly Shirase. 

—Apologize with your death, both for your mafia friends and for us in the Sheep.. 

Before he knew it, all the boys and girls in the Sheep surrounded him. They were his 


former friends, betrayed and scattered. The eyes of dozens of children stared at him 
coldly. 
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— You were always saying, Chuuya, that those who were given the upper hand in life had a 
responsibility to fulfil. Was that a lie? 


—Weren't you gonna protect us? We protected you when you were starving to death, didn’t 
we? 


Stop it. 

Chuuya tried to cover up his ears, but both of his hands were bound. 

—Hmph, what a king you were. Look at what you did to us. 

—Chuuya, you— 

“Shut up! Then you guys should’ve tried to become king instead! I would’ve used all 
this power for you!” Chuuya yelled like he couldn’t stand it anymore. “Strength my ass! 
If I didn’t have this power, today I would still be together with...!” 

Another electric shock. Chuuya’s brain was bathed with a flash of light. 

In the back of his mind, an impossible scene played out. 

The Sheep hadn’t disbanded yet. They still existed. Chuuya wasn’t anyone in particular 
among them. He had no ability. He was a perfectly normal member; not strong, not the 
king, not the center of anyone’s attention, just one member among the Sheep having a 
friendly conversation. 
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The vision disappeared, leaving behind the bruised and bloodied Chuuya. Then, he was 
silent. 


As Chuuya hung his head, the next hallucination’s toes reflected in his view. 


“Your friends and companions beneath you are driving you away. Why do you think 
that is, my little brother?” 


Chuuya sluggishly lifted his face. He half expected this one to come. 


“So you’re up next, huh...” 
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“That’s right. As I should be. I was made the same way you were, it only makes sense 
that I’m the one to answer your question.” The hallucination fixed the angle of his 
black hat. 


“My question...” Chuuya said. “Then tell me. What was my mistake? Where did I go 
wrong?” 


The hallucination in front of him, Verlaine, wore an expression that seemed a little sad. 


“From the beginning.” Verlaine’s eyes were transparent and devoid of any lies as he 
gave that answer. “From the very beginning, your birth was a mistake. Just like me.” 


Being born in itself was a mistake. 


Chuuya’s fists trembled. Was it fine that such a thing happened? Should he forgive 
them? 


“No, they can’t be forgiven. Obviously. It’s time they were given due judgement.” 
“Them...” 

“You’ve endured enough.” Verlaine’s voice sounded kind. “You've fulfilled all of your 
responsibilities. Now, it’s their turn. Hold them accountable. Only with that can we 
finally obtain balance.” 

“Haha... 1 wanna hold them accountable.” Chuuya’s dry laughter was directed towards 
himself. “I wanna tear them to pieces. But it’s impossible. I can’t get out of here. I’ll just 
die in the midst of this pain and despair.” 

“I won't let you die.” 

Verlaine walked in front of Chuuya and pulled the stakes out. 


Chuuya was dumbfounded. 


Verlaine took out all of the electrodes and crumpled them with his gravity. He also 
pulled out the barbed wires around his arms and the tube in his back. 


“I’m going to go kill that researcher.” After freeing him of all his constraints and 
inspecting his wounds, Verlaine stood up. “Just as I originally planned. You’re free to 
just sit here. But, if you want to make them take responsibility for the chaotic mess 
that is your life...” 
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Verlaine held out his hand to Chuuya. 


“Then come with me.” 


Chuuya didn’t take his hand, he only stared at it as if he were seeing something 
strange. 


“Why...2” 
“I told you when I first met you—I want to save you.” 


As he said that, Verlaine smiled. It wasn’t the smile of a spy or of the assassin king. It 
was simply the smile of a young man. 


“Get angry, Chuuya. Get angry, get angry at this outrageous life. Get angry at the 
researchers who toyed with it. That anger will help you retake your life. Are you going 
to take it back, Chuuya, or are you going to stay as a numbered lab rat?” 


I don’t want to stay. 


Anger circulated through his blood, carrying heat to his muscles. Chuuya grabbed 
Verlaine’s hand with the strength of a vise and stood up. 


“Let’s go, little brother.” Verlaine smiled as he held Chuuya’s body up. “Kill N and take 
back your soul from this irrational world.” 
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The rain of bullets flooded towards me. 
I deployed my shock-resistant shield from my forearm. The umbrella-like shield had a 
surface that was coated with heat and shock resistant superalloy and could ward off 
most low mass attacks. It was specially made to withstand the high energy from 
Arahabaki. 
The full metal jacket bullets slid off the surface of my shield and thumped back. Three 
of the bullets got stuck in the shield, the kinetic energy from them causing the alloy to 


peel. However, the damage was minimal. 


I jumped twice with my shield still raised, trampling over the soldier’s rifle. As soon as 
I landed on the wall behind him, I practically bounced back and rammed into his back. 


My sensors picked up the light impact of broken ribs. First one down. 
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While stepping on the soldier, I used my long legs to sweep the feet of a different 
soldier, which caused him to fall. I pierced the needle on my finger in the base of the 
fallen soldier’s neck. I injected some medicine. That’s two down. 


However, the time that it took me to incapacitate the other two was enough for the 
third soldier to prepare to shoot. 


The third soldier aimed his gun at me. Both of my hands were on the ground, so I 
couldn’t deploy my arm shield because of my body weight. I searched for a 
countermeasure at a high speed. None of those measures would make it in time. 
No steps needed to be taken. 


The soldier’s body sprung up. 


His body convulsed with the bursting sound of an electrical shock and he dropped his 
gun. After a few seconds of agonized sounds, he lost all power and fell to the ground. 


I didn’t do a thing. 

From the back of the corridor behind the soldier, my savior appeared. 

They were the last person I was expecting to be here. 

“How boring,” that person said, dropping the taser gun that was typically used to 
disperse riots. “Even with electricity, killing people is just killing people. I’m so bored 
of it.” 

“Youre... From the Port Mafia.” 

Dazai Osamu. 

The person who dragged Chuuya-sama into the Port Mafia. 


“Nice to meet you, Investigator-san. Where’s Chuuya?” 


The boy about the same age as Chuuya-sama asked, throwing away the taser gun with 
indifference. 


“Chuuya-sama Is...” 
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“Has he already been captured? Or maybe it’s around the time you’ve rescued him.” 
Dazai-san stepped over the incapcitated soldiers and walked over here. “That’s not any 
fun. That means I missed Chuuya being tortured and bawling his eyes out.” 


“Tortured? Chuuya-sama?” 


Was the captured Chuuya-sama being tortured? There was a possibility. But why 
would this boy know anything about that? Why was he here in the first place? 


Dazai-san’s nullification ability could certainly be used as a trump card in the battle 
against Verlaine. Even if Verlaine tried to make contact with him because of that, he 
evidently was not captured. So then, why was he in a place like this? 


“Why has he come here’, you ask? I'll tell you. I’m here because this is part of the plan. 
‘What plan’, you ask? I'll tell you. Everything. From beginning to end, the events of this 
Verlaine incident have been in the palm of my hand. ‘What do you mean’, you ask?” 


In order to better understand Dazai-san’s remarks, my processor has made it a top 
priority to analyze this information. However, Dazai-san’s thinking speed was much 
faster than that. It was taking all I could just to keep up. 


“T'll tell you. Everything, literally everything—from Verlaine’s targets, to Detective-san, 
to Researcher-san—has been based on the information I gave him. In other words, the 
protocol for his assassination plan has also been the protocol for my plan. Now you 
want to ask, ‘Why would you do such a thing?” 


Exactly, that was my next question. Based on what he’s said, there was a strong 
possibility that he and Verlaine conspired together. Detective-san’s death, 
Chuuya-sama’s current predicament, they could have all been at the order of 
Dazai-san. In other words, a betrayal. Depending on what he said next, I might have to 
continue the fight here. 


But Dazai-san’s final answer far exceeded my expectations. 


“It was to earn time before he reached his biggest assassination target. His final target 
is the Port Mafia’s boss, Mori Ougai. Mori-san was originally going to be the first one 
killed, but I manipulated the information so he was last on the list. Thanks to the time I 
earned, the preparations for his inverse assassination are almost done. But before that, 
we need to make the final touches.” 


Dazai smiled and held out his hand to help me stand up. He saw through everything 
with the eyes of a sage, seeming to stare at a place that wasn’t anywhere on Earth. 
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“At this rate, Chuuya will kill N and if that happens, he will no longer be a human 
being. But I want to see Chuuya suffer as a human being. So, let’s go stop him.” 
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Security alarms resounded like a disaster that could spell the end of the world had 
come. 


The red emergency lights flashed, completely changing the scenery of the facility. It 
was like we were inside a monster’s stomach. 


All of the radio alerts intended for the general personnel were being set off, firing 
repeatedly on all lines. 


Intruder alert. All internal intelligence staff dispose of the designated documents and 
promptly evacuate. Tactics team, deploy our best equipment. This is not a drill. This is 
nota drill. 


I continued to selectively release clamorous alarms for the staff to hear. 


I locked up the fainted Shirase-san in an equipment storage room, shutting the door 
and pressing the electronic lock. 


“I changed the lock here to need a time fluctuating type encryption key. This should 
keep Shirase-san safe for a while.” 


“Good work. Next is Chuuya.” 

Dazai-san started walking as if he no longer cared about Shirase-san. 

“Please wait, Dazai-san.” I called out to his back. “When talking about Chuuya-sama 
earlier, you said, ‘as a human being’ Do you know whether or not Chuuya-sama is 
human?” 

I had a strange hope that he would be the one to know the truth. I didn’t have any basis 
for it, but I had that sort of feeling. It was arrogant of humans to think machines 
couldn’t feel intuition or flashes of inspiration. Anything a human could do was 
possible for me, too. 


“I don’t know.” 


Dazai-san said readily. Though, his eyes were narrowed ever so slightly, showing that 
he was thinking deeply about something. “Both N and Verlaine said that Chuuya wasn’t 


184 


a human. I didn’t think that was the case, so I read this notebook, ‘Rimbaud’s 
notes’—you could say the entire incident started because of this.” 


As Dazai said that, he took an old, leather bound notebook from his pocket. 
Rimbaud’s notes! 

I quickly scanned the notebook he was holding. Was it the real thing? It was possible. 
Rimbaud’s notes was a log of sorts that the now deceased gifted spy Rimbaud secretly 
wrote. It’s a mass of state secrets since it contains information related to missions 
done during the Great War, but even though it was rumored to exist, there was no 
information floating around surrounding it’s discovery. 


“How did you manage to get it?” 


“You're more than welcome to try to find out, but no matter what I'll only tell you lies. 
I’m a liar, after all.” 


Dazai-san wore an enigmatic smile on his face. I used a lie detection sensor, but there 
was no response. His vitals were unchanging and practically the same as a sleeping 
human’s. The output levels were exceedingly normal, which in this type of situation 
was abnormal. 


Just who was this boy? 


“We don’t really have time to hold a tea party and chat. First comes finding Chuuya.” 
Dazai-san said absentmindedly, rubbing the back of his neck. 


“How will we do that?” 


“Finding Chuuya is always easy.” Dazai-san smiled as if he could see through any and 
everything. “If you head towards whatever is making the loudest noise, he’ll be there.” 
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A wall crumbled to pieces with the sound of an explosion. 


Chuuya ran through the debris’s cloud of dust like a cannonball. The shock of him 
cutting through the air caused a delay in the dust cloud clearing away. 


In front of him were the facility’s defense troops. They were armed with guns and 
getting all preparations in order. 
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“This is the tactics department! Zakuro Assault Squad, exude vigilance over the eastern 
passage! Warabi Combat Engineering Platoon, blow up the western passage to block it! 
Earn time for the intelligence department to escape! Commence—” 


He couldn’t finish what he was going to say. 


Chuuya used his knee to hit the commander’s torso, causing him to double over as he 
was blown away. 


Around eight soldiers simultaneously readied their guns. These soldiers were elite and 
guarded the inside of secret military facilities. Their skill levels were completely 
different compared to that of a volunteer soldier who guarded the military’s food or 
equipment. Only a handful of military personnel who demonstrated superior handling 
of a gun, physical strength, mental concentration, and sense of combat were permitted 
to guard this facility. 


But they were only good at fighting against people. They did not envision fighting a 
battle against a human sized beast that flew like the wind and charged at them with the 
weight of a vehicle. 


“Don’t let it advance any further! Up ahead is the panic room! Until the higher ups in 
the intelligence department escape, defend it with your lives!” 


Chuuya rammed himself into one of the soldiers shooting a bullet at a low altitude. The 
soldier was blown away like he was a leaf on a tree. Chuuya kicked another soldier’s 
stomach, jumped up using the recoil, and landed another kick to the soldier’s other 
side. 


The soldier bounced off the walls of the room like he had been hit with a billiards cue. 
Within a matter of seconds, the corridor returned to a quiet place dominated by 
silence and death. 


Chuuya stepped over the fallen soldiers in an uncaring manner and placed his hand on 
the panic room door. 


It wouldn’t open. The door felt heavy on his hand. It was electronically locked. 
Chuuya applied a high amount of gravity on the door’s locking mechanism to try and 


break it. But the door wouldn’t open. He couldn’t raise the output of his ability because 
of the poison’s effect. 
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“Focus.” Verlaine, who appeared out of nowhere, leaned against the wall next to the 
door with his arms crossed. “So what if you’re affected by the poison? You’re a monster 
who'll end the world. Take back your ability. If you want to tear that wicked man apart, 
that is.” 


“T...know...!” 


Chuuya put both of his hands on the door and grit his teeth together. He increased the 
output of his ability. 


His opponent was an explosive-proof, chemical-resistant, anti-ability door built with 
attacking intruders in mind. Far from breaking it down with several different types of 
abilities, he couldn’t even make it creak. 
“Focus. Use the power of your will to submit to the monster. Otherwise, you'll die.” 
The space distorted. His clothes started to gently float. 
The light of his ability concentrated around Chuuya’s fists. 
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Where is this? 


That was the first thing Shirase thought when he opened his eyes. 


He was in a weapons and equipment locker. It was wide enough for him to stretch his 
limbs, but there was almost no light and he couldn’t even see his nose. 


“Chuuya? Adam?” 

He called out to them, but received no reply. There wasn’t a sign of anyone around. 
No, wait, there were signs. Outside of the locker. There was the back and forth of 
panicked voices and an alarm going off to inform of an emergency situation. He could 
hear alarmed voices saying stuff like how there were intruders and how non-research 
personnel needed to evacuate. Something problematic seemed to be happening at the 
facility. 

The facility. That’s right, I remember. 


Shirase stood up. He was invited to a military research facility and was led down into a 
basement. Then, all of a sudden, he had found it difficult to breathe and fainted. 
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There was the sound of gunshots further away. And now he was imprisoned all alone 
in such a cramped space. 


Left behind. 
Abandoned. 
“Dammit! Hey, Chuuya! Where’d you go?! Get me outta here!” 


He kicked the door with all his strength and it easily opened. Shirase, who didn’t think 
the door would open at all, was so surprised he closed the door. 


He stealthily opened the door once more and checked his surroundings. There seemed 
to be similarly dark storage closets lined up and so far, he didn’t see any human 
figures. 


He rolled out of the locker and stood up. The moment he did that, dizziness rocked his 
brain, making him fall to his knees. 


Right before he fell, he recalled how earlier he found it difficult to breathe and that his 
heart started hurting. Probably poison. Damn those guys, they probably thought I was 
too much of a burden, poisoned me, then ran away while leaving me behind. 


He closed his hand, then opened it. His consciousness was clear and there was no 
problem with him moving. In that case, there was no use in him patiently waiting in a 
place like this. 


Fortunately, there were a couple of lab coats hanging on the wall to be used by some of 
the researchers. He got up and put one on, remembering the alarm’s words that all 
non-combatant personnel should escape. If he pretended to be a fleeing researcher, he 
could easily make it out of there. 


But Chuuya wouldn’t do something like that. He was the most vigilant when it came to 
security, so he would never do something like slipping away in the crowd. This could 
be a dangerous situation. 

Am I worried about him? It’s not like I have a reason to save him. None at all. 
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“Dispose of all the documents! Turn off all power except for the 8th evacuation route to 
earn us some time!” 
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N was shouting. 

He was in one of the many panic rooms found throughout the research facility. It was a 
long, narrow room similar to a train and had everything one would need in an 
emergency, like communication supplies, food, a power generator, and bulletproof 
vests. At the very back of the room was an elevator that could only hold one person at a 
time. 

N was sending out instructions to each department via a communications device. At 
the same time, he connected the bundle of chains he was holding in the other hand to 


the source of power and carried it over to the entrance. 


“The tactics division control room was notified to engage in delayed combat to earn us 
as much time as possible! Make contact with the Commodore in the center—” 


The entrance exploded. 
The door flew right past the tip of N’s nose and pierced the wall. 
“If it isn’t the fantastic father who ran away from his son.” 


Standing in the entrance was Chuuya. His whole body was surging with anger as he 
glared at N. 


“EFek...!” 


N dropped the chains he was holding. He pressed his back up against the wall and 
stepped back several steps. 


“What were you preparing for? Your death?” 


“W... Wait! I had no choice! It was all for work! Not once did I think I wanted to hurt you 
like that!” 


“That so? Then how pitiful.” 


Chuuya walked towards him with an air of intimidation about him. N stepped back 
every time he stepped forward with shaking legs. 


Verlaine stood in the entrance with his arms crossed, enjoying the situation in the 
room with a smile on his face. 
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A chain fell by Chuuya’s feet. It was the one N was using earlier to prepare for 
something. Chuuya picked it up and examined the tip. 


The chain had a pointed end and thick wires weaved its way through the inside of the 
chain. It was the electric stake he used to torture Chuuya with earlier. 


“Was this the thing stabbed into my stomach earlier? I see... You were setting up a trap 
to ambush me and stab me with these things again.” 


“Th... That...” 


Chuuya reeled the chain in. There were two more connected to a power source in the 
corner of the room. 


“Honestly, it hurt like hell. Nothing can compare to it. I hope you get to taste even a 
hundredth of what I felt.” Chuuya said while looking at the chains. 


The moment Chuuya stopped looking at him, N made a break towards the elevator in 
the back of the room. 


The tip of the chain pierced his clothes. 

“Don’t run away.” 

Chuuya said, his voice filled with anger. The thrown chain went through N’s clothes, 
sewing them up against the wall behind him. Chuuya slowly rotated the tip of the next 
chain, aiming towards the floor near N. 

Since N’s clothes were sewn to the wall, he couldn’t evade the next chain. 

“Wait... What you’re doing is wrong!” 

“Don’t listen to him, Chuuya.” Verlaine, near the entrance, said as he looked at his 
finger in a bored manner. “These kinds of guys will tell however many lies they need in 


order to survive. From one to one hundred.” 


Chuuya sharply narrowed his eyes. In those eyes, his murderous intent g¢littered 
beautifully clear with a ruby red color. 


“W... Wait! It really was just work and nothing more!” 


“Ah. It was just work.” Chuuya spat out the words as he got even closer. “You played 
with my soul against my will because it was work. You locked up and killed the other 
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me because it was work. You would do anything for work. Bastards like you make me 
sick. So now, die for your work.” 


Gravity dwelled on the chain Chuuya held. The tip of the stake rose. 
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Dazai-san and I moved quickly through the corridor. 
“There’s no evidence saying Chuuya is a human, but there’s also no evidence saying 
Chuuya isn’t one.” Dazai said as he walked. “Verlaine’s an outsider, so to speak, who 
wanted to steal Chuuya. It’s not like he directly confirmed that Chuuya was a 
man-made ability. As for N, he could very well be lying.” 
That N-shi, lying? 


“Why would he be lying?” 


“Who knows? But a good liar hides even his reason for lying with a lie, and that man 
gives off the aura of a good liar. Am I wrong?” 


Dazai-san smiled. There was a cold pleasure hiding in that smile. 

But there was some truth to that. Ever since I entered the laboratory, I had been 
scanning the vitals of every person I’d come across. The infrared strength, heartbeats, 
carbon dioxide exhalation volume, pupils, and perspiration volume. Of course, that 
included N-shi, too. But, I couldn’t find any clear sign that he planned to betray us. 
Chuuya-sama might be an artificial human, and he might not be. 

The probability was 50/50. 

I turned forward and increased my movement speed by 40%. 

If it was a 50/50, then Chuuya-sama must not kill N-shi. 

He would never recover from it. 
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The chains floating in the air rang out with a sound similar to when a dog participating 
in a dogfight was about to run out. 
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“It ll be over in an instant.” 
Chuuya pulled the chain to grab it. He held the chain in a sideways position like it was 
a game of tug of war. If he loosened his grip even a little bit, the chain would go flying 


like a rocket. 


The tip of the sharp stake was pointed towards N, and there was nowhere for him to 
run because of the chains piercing through his clothes. 


“Do it, Chuuya.” Verlaine crossed his arms and spoke in a cheerful tone like a whistle. 
“If you use only that little amount of gravity, it'll make his body explode instead of 
stabbing him. It'll be over in an instant. Isn’t that right, Researcher-san?” 
“Wait a moment, Chuuya-kun! Come tomorrow, you will definitely regret this!” 
“There’s no telling what’s in store for tomorrow.” Chuuya’s eyes narrowed 
murderously. “You’ve always done what you wanted, protected the people you wanted 
to protect, and blown those you didn’t like to pieces. Today is no different.” 
“Wait! Stay away!” 
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“There, the panic room!” 
The moment we turned the corner of a corridor, Dazai-san shouted. I followed his 
gaze and spotted a door at the very end of the hallway. There were several defeated 
guards surrounding the door. 
“I’m going on ahead!” 
I jumped over the mountain of security guards in a single leap, leaving Dazai-san 
behind. I landed in front of the door. I immediately touched the door’s port and 
searched for the unlock code. The right code hit in one, two—two seconds. 
The door unlocked. 


“Chuuya-sama! You mustn’t kill him!” 


Impatient with the speed that the automatic door opened with, I rushed into the panic 
room. I opened my eyes. 


The room was deserted. 
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There wasn’t anyone, or any sign of anyone, there. 


I scanned the floor and found a thin layer of dust. It looked like this room hadn’t been 
used in years. 


He wasn’t here. 
We were already too late. 
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“There’s no telling what’s in store for tomorrow.” Chuuya’s eyes narrowed 
murderously. “You’ve always done what you wanted, protected the people you wanted 
to protect, and blown those you didn’t like to pieces. Today is no different.” 


An enormous amount of power was now stored in the chain, similar to that of a drawn 
arrow. 


And that arrow would be shot at any moment. 


“Wait! Stay away!” N threw his hands up and shouted. There was nothing else he could 
do. 


Chuuya’s grip on the chain loosened. 

The chain, which held enough tension to destroy an entire house, was released. 

A thunderous roar shook the room as a shockwave faster than the speed of sound was 
created. The chain flew at an explosive speed and pierced the target without even the 
slightest deviation. 

Accurately, and directly— 

In Verlaine’s chest. 

“Ugh... Wh...” 

Blood splattered from the point of impact. Verlaine stood stiffly. Even though he killed 


the speed of the chain with his gravity manipulation, the tip still cut deep into his 
chest. 
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Chuuya twisted the upper half of his body towards Verlaine. The moment he had 
released the chain, he had turned his body to completely change the direction of flight. 


“Don’t talk like you’re a saint, Verlaine. True, this researcher has done some terrible 
things. But you also killed Pianoman and the others.” Chuuya smacked his chest. “Life 
is burning in here. And until they quiet down, it’s impossible for me to do what I want. 
I do what must be done. That’s who I am.” 


“Chuuya... You bastard...!” 


Verlaine grabbed the stake and tried to pull it out. But Chuuya ran faster towards the 
back of the room and pulled the stake’s lever down. 


The electric current, which was set to the maximum output, became a shining dragon 
and rushed through the chain, crashing into Verlaine. 


“Agehhhhh!!” 

The electric shock surged through Verlaine’s body. Verlaine was strong against 
physical attacks and guns, but like Chuuya, couldn’t be invincible up against this 
electric enemy. 

“Do... what must be done?” While his body was burning from the electrical shock, 
Verlaine grabbed the stake. “Why don’t you understand? There is nothing you should 
do! You live the way you want to live and break the things you want to break! There’s 
only one thing we should have done, and that was to never be born!” 


Verlaine put strength into his quivering fingers as little by little, he pulled the stake out. 


“Shut up.” The light of determination burned in his eyes. “That might be true for you, 
but don’t try and push that onto me. I don’t think that way.” 


Several shadows glittered in the depths of his eyes. 
His friends in the Sheep. 


His friends in the Port Mafia. 
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That determination shined brightly. It was powerful and humane, something that 
could only be obtained through various encounters and farewells. 


“Plus, you’re dead wrong about one thing.” Chuuya spat the words out. “‘It was a 
mistake to be born’? I could never think the same way that shitty Dazai does!” 


Verlaine took the stake out and tossed it to the side. 
At the same time, Chuuya rushed forward. 
“Chuuuyaaaaaa!!” 

“Verlaaaaaaaine!!” 


Verlaine brought his fist back. Chuuya, with the same speed, brought his fist back as 
well. 


Their fists collided, lighting up the room with a black explosion. 
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“The facility’s automatic self-destruct system is underway. 68% of the facilities have 
blacked out. Before the remaining systems shut down, we need to find the room 
Chuuya-sama is in.” 


I was trying to hack into the entire facility’s system by linking to a communications 
device. 


It was the only thing we could do since we lost sight of Chuuya-sama. Hacking into the 
security system using the panic room’s terminal and determining where the battle was 
taking place from there was all we had left. 


Due to the nature of the evacuation room, a line to the security system was built so 
that the evacuated VIP could take command. However, the security was strict because 
this was a secret military line and since the facility was starting to blackout, the 
terminals that should be acting as hubs were falling here and there. It was like wanting 
to cross a suspended bridge, but the boards would break and fall one after another. 


“First take control of the fuel distribution system.” Dazai-san said, wrapping his hands 
around the back of his head as he sat in a swivel chair. “The research materials will 
ultimately be burned here to destroy evidence once the staff have evacuated the 
facility. Which is why the fuel supply system will stay up until the end. Take hold of the 
entire facility using that as a foothold.” 
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“Understood.” 

It was easier to control the fuel supply system compared to the other main systems 
(like life support, security, and the memory storage system). From there, we would 
issue a Suppression command to the rest of the facilities using the hijacked processor 
and further expand our range. 

“I wonder if itll be ok.” I said out loud while battling against the system. 

“What will?” 


Dazai-san looked up at me. 


“Verlaine. When we find Chuuya-sama, I’m sure Verlaine will be there waiting to fight 
us. I wonder if we'll be able to win against him.” 


“Who knows?” Dazai answered with apparent interest. “Of course, I can think up a way 
to win, but it’s not really a victory for him if we just died. There’s only one thing I can 


say about Verlaine.” 


Dazai-san lowered his hands and looked at me with eyes more mechanical than a 
machine. 


“There isn’t a single person in this world who can beat Verlaine in simple hand to hand 
combat.” 
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A storm was brewing in the narrow room. 
Fists collided with explosive power, and miniature suns appeared and disappeared one 
after the other. Gravity clashed with gravity, crushing the space with pressure before it 
returned to normal. The shock waves alone ran rampant in the room, causing desks to 
fall and electronic devices to pierce the wall. 
“Is that the best you’ve got, Chuuya?!” 
Verlaine shouted. His fist grazed the wall, cracking and peeling it off like a snack. 
Chuuya slipped past the swarm of deadly meteorites and shot out a low kick. Verlaine 


gathered his gravity to guard, but halfway through Chuuya changed his trajectory and 
let out a piercing kick to his torso. 
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Verlaine groaned. However, he managed to get a successful hit towards the pale 
Chuuya. 


Verlaine used all five fingers to grab Chuuya’s face. He couldn’t dodge because of his 
momentum from the kick. Verlaine held Chuuya up and slammed him into the wall 
before he could counterattack. 


Radial cracks appeared on the wall. 


While Chuuya was shouting in pain, he reached out to tear Verlaine’s hand off his face. 
But his hands felt nothing but air. The arm he should have grabbed was no longer 
there. 


The next moment, Verlaine’s kick caught hold of Chuuya’s torso. 


The wall behind him was demolished. Chuuya, who felt like a large vehicle crashed into 
him between the wall and the kick, vomited blood. He wasn’t able to jump behind 
Verlaine to lower the impact, so it was the most damaging attack he had been dealt so 
far. 


Chuuya was blown into the next room after the wall was destroyed and crushed the 
back of that wall, then crushed the wall after that. Chuuya was covered in pebbles and 
debris after being moved two rooms over with a single kick, disappearing from 
Verlaine’s sight. 


Verlaine lowered his leg and checked his wounds. Blood was flowing from where the 
stake pierced him, staining his clothes. The wound was deep. 


“I don’t understand, Chuuya.” Verlaine glared at the blood on his hands with a scowl. 
“There shouldn’t be a point in us arguing.” 


His eyes stopped at an iron sheet that had fallen to the floor. It was a dark gray baking 
sheet that was on top of one of the destroyed desks. He hooked it with his toes, 


suspended it in midair, then kicked it. 


The iron sheet sliced through the air before the eyes of N, who was trying to escape 
alongside the wall. 


“Eek!” 


“Did you think you could run away?” 
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Verlaine grabbed N by the neck and lifted him up. He lightly pressed him up against 
the wall. 


“You won’t survive today by any means.” Verlaine’s gaze was lit by a light that, until 
now, had not been seen before. It was anger. “I see evil within you, a type of evil worse 


than any darkness.” 


N’s face twitched into a smile as he said with a hoarse voice, “A hitman like you... 
telling that to me?” 


“Creating can be much worse than killing.” 

Verlaine tightened his fingers as gravity began to distort the surrounding space. 
“W... Wait! Listen to me!” 

“No thanks.” 


Verlaine squeezed his neck. A supergravity that could squash any and all mass tore N’s 
neck to pieces— 


Right before that happened, N shouted. 
“If I die, you'll lose the secret about you, yourself, too!” 
Verlaine’s fingers stopped. 


Time passed. One second, two seconds. Neither of them said a thing. Verlaine didn’t so 
much as move. He didn’t even blink. 


“.What did you say?” After sitting in silence for at least 5 seconds, Verlaine spoke in a 
low, cracked voice. 


“I’m not lying. You’ll lose everything. Everything. Even the thing you want to know 
most of all, the ‘Secret of the Gentle Forest’.” 


Verlaine took a sharp breath in. 
“You bastard...!” 
Verlaine’s free fist made a rumbling noise. 


He slammed it against the wall. The impact caused the room to shake. 
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The wall right next to N’s face was smashed. It looked like a spider web, and pieces of 
debris crumbled off the wall. 


“I'd be careful if you’re trying to outwit me.” Verlaine said with a low voice that 
sounded straight from hell. “If I feel like even one word that comes out of your mouth 
is a lie, I’ll make sure to tear out all 206 bones in your body while youre alive.” 
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I hacked into twelve of the eighteen ports. I’ll put the second and third operation cores 
under my control and from there, use their operative powers to attack the fourth and 
fifth cores. It’s all going smoothly. In just a few minutes, we'll have acquired the 
security system needed to search for Chuuya-sama. 


But after that, there’s a problem. 


“There isn’t anyone who can beat Verlaine in hand to hand combat...” I pondered over 
what Dazai-san said. “Does that mean there’s no way to beat Verlaine?” 


When I looked at Dazai-san, he said, “It’s in here.” with eyes that seemed to see 
through everything. 


“I’ve earned us some time to look through it.” As he said that, Dazai-san took out the 
leather bound notebook I saw earlier— ‘Rimbaud’s Notes’. 


“He possesses a gravity manipulation ability as well as his skills as a spy. He’s got a 
disturbing amount of strength and doesn’t have any weaknesses. But—he has 
something to fear.” 


“Something to fear?” 


“Himself.” Dazai-san wore a mysterious smile on his face. “Just as Chuuya has 
Arahabaki, a singularity also exists inside of Verlaine that’s out of his control. If it runs 
wild, he along with everything around him would cease to exist. It would be like the 
nightmare of Suribachi City all over again.” 


The nightmare of Suribachi City. 
I looked through my storage of information. Dazai-san probably meant the explosion 


that happened nine years ago. The incident where Arahabaki inside of Chuuya-sama 
went ramped, blasting the earth away and destroying everything until all that 
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remained was a crater with a two kilometer diameter. The true violence of a 
singularity, a manifestation of something otherworldly. 


A monster that can cause that was sleeping inside of Verlaine— 
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“The Secret of the Gentle Forest.” Verlaine said with an evident, dry anger. “Why do 
you know about that?” 


“Artificial gifted user Paul Verlaine-kun.” N said gently, as if he were avoiding the 
question. “You have a dark king sleeping inside of you. Another Arahabaki. Unlike 
Arahabaki, who was born in an institution for research, the demon inside of you was 
created by a single ability user. And you’ve killed that creator with your own hands. 
Which is why you'll never know about that monster sleeping inside of you. You’re 
afraid of its manifestation.” 


“What’s that?” Verlaine asked in irritation. “Do you mean to say you know what’s inside 
me?” 


“I wonder. But if I do know, that means I’m the only one.” 

While he was talking, N’s right hand moved ever so slowly. His arm was hidden by 
Verlaine’s arm, AKA, a blind spot. With movement like a snail, he brought his fingertips 
closer to his pocket. 

“We were able to create our Arahabaki because the secret service got their hands on 
the documents pertaining to you via a German spy. When I read those documents, I got 
chills. The person who made you is a demon. That kind of idea isn’t something a 


decent human could come up with.” 


N’s finger tightly grasped the control panel in his pocket. It was the same remote 
control panel he had given Chuuya in front of the black, cylindrical water tank. 


“The most evil thing I can do is this.” 
He pressed the button. 
The ceiling caved in. 


The ceiling above Verlaine crumbled with a crash, causing debris to rain down. 
However, debris wasn’t the only thing that came down. 
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There was a bluish black liquid. Verlaine quickly raised his arms and activated his 


gravity to protect himself against the debris. But something fell in between the liquid 
and the rubble. 

Verlaine was kicked away. 

He was hit horizontally and crashed into the back wall. His face simultaneously 
showed surprise and pain. There was nothing that could break through his gravity 
guard. 

“Did you think my trump card was a boring, electrical stake?” 

N laughed. Next to him, the owner of the kicking attack stood. 

It was a skeleton. 

The skeleton had medical tubes and various vital measurement cords hanging off of it. 
It only wore plastic clothes used for experiments. It was the person who had died in 
Chuuya’s arms earlier, it’s skin melted off until only bones remained. Chuuya’s 
original. 

The moment he realized the skeleton’s true identity, Verlaine’s face flushed with anger. 


“You son of a bitch...!” 


“This isn’t an imitation of European technology, but our unique engineering. Have a 
taste of it’s formula for destruction.” 


The skeleton jumped. 


It charged forward with a sound that cut through the wind. The skeleton accelerated 
by gravity rather than by muscle and crashed into Verlaine. 


Verlaine grabbed both of it’s shoulders to stop it. His heels dug into the floorboard, 
unable to stop the skeleton’s momentum. 


The two’s competing gravitational forces created a small vortex in the center of the 
room. Even though he managed to stop it, the skeleton’s mouth cavity opened wide 
and snapped at Verlaine. Since the jaw didn’t have any muscle, it made a rattling 
sound. 


“Are you suffering?” 
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Verlaine narrowed his eyes. His voice trembled ever so slightly with emotion. 


“I’m sorry... But there isn’t a place in this world where you can survive anymore.” 


Verlaine raised the output of his ability. The skeleton’s knees creaked as it was forced 
to the floor. 


“lll bring you back above ground and lay you to rest in a nice place where you can see 
the stars. But for now, I need you to wait quietly.” 


Verlaine reversed his gravity, making the skeleton float in midair. The surrounding 
debris started to float, too, under the influence of the gravitational field. 


Verlaine released his hand. 

The compressed gravitational field rushed to find an exit. Verlaine purposely restricted 
it’s exit to one direction so the skeleton swiftly sped up in that direction. It flew 
sideways like a cannonball. 

It crashed into the wall, but didn’t stop. Wrapped with steel frames and debris, it 
crashed through a wall, into the ceiling, into more walls, and finally came to a stop 


once it broke through a wall at the very back of the room. 


Verlaine stood motionless, staring at where the skeleton had been blown away. His 
eyes were clouded over with several different emotions. 


Gritting his teeth together, he slammed his fist as hard as he could against the top of a 
nearby desk. The desk, originally distorted in the aftermath of the destruction, was 
now bent in half. 

He looked around the room. N was nowhere to be found. 


He ran away using the elevator for emergency evacuation. 


Verlaine walked to the back of the room and pried open the elevator’s door. N was 
already riding the platform, heading upwards. 


Without changing his expression, Verlaine pulled down on the hoisting cable. 
Immediately, there was a shrill sound above head as the sounds of broken iron 


materials and destroyed safety devices echoed. 


Verlaine caught the falling platform with one hand. 
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After prying the door open, Verlaine dragged N out. 


“I’m going to kill you.” There wasn’t the flame of anger in Verlaine’s eyes, only a dark 
hatred that boiled over like spilled sludge. “But I’m not going to kill you like a hitman 
would. I’ll kill you in a way I’ve never done before—filled with pain and despair as you 
wish for death. It'll give you plenty of time to regret what you’ve done.” 
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My side hurts like hell. 


His nerves were throbbing in pain. When he tried to get up, he felt a disgusting slime 
on the side of his torso. 


Chuuya felt around with his fingertips for the source of the pain. An iron rod had 
pierced through his side. 


When he was being blown away with the destroyed wall, one of the building’s 
frameworks had to have stabbed him. The tip of the rod protruded out of his side. He 
didn’t know how far in his back it went since he was buried beneath some debris. 


After being struck by Verlaine, Chuuya flew through several rooms until he finally hit a 
wall that buried him in debris. It was impossible for him to have protected himself 
against all the impacts. He was bleeding all over his body. The wounds on his side were 
especially deep. 


Chuuya rarely got injured, so it was hard for him to guess how deep his injury was 
based on the pain or how dangerous it was. The occasional injuries he got from his 
missions were treated by the best doctors in the Port Mafia in just a few days. 


An excellent doctor. Like Doc. 


Thinking of the name of his friend chilled his heart. Doc isn’t here anymore. It’s not 
just him. None of my friends are... 


Chuuya ignored his wound and tried to stand up. He ignored the pain. Fresh blood 
gushed out of his side. 


“I can’t... let this stop me...” 


Planting both of his feet, he tried to pull the iron rod out of his side using the 
momentum of standing up. 
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Immediately after that, an unexpected impact ran into him, causing him to stumble. It 
completely caught him off guard. 


The iron rod stabbed deep into him once again. 

“Ugh...” 

Chuuya looked up to see a skeleton there. It had medical tubes and cords, and plastic 
clothes that were used in experiments. It’s pale bones were somehow being held 
together by gravity. It straddled Chuuya, trying to crush his body. 


“You...!” 


Chuuya groaned, using his own gravity to endure against it. The excess gravity seemed 
to let out a scream as it grated against each other’s body. 


“Quit it!” Chuuya shouted. “It makes no sense for you to do this! You’re me!” 
But the skeleton didn’t understand his voice. It just obeyed it’s formula for destruction, 
taking down any ability user that happened to be nearby. Clear, shapeless, and 
irrational murderous intent. 
The sound of bones creaked. He didn’t know whose bones they were. The amount of 
gravity being exuded by the skeleton far surpassed how much a human body could 
handle. 
Cold sweat dripped down Chuuya’s forehead. The skeleton didn’t mind if it broke, but 
Chuuya did mind if he broke. If they continued to push against each other with the 
weight of a sumo wrestler, both of them would collapse at the same time since they 
had the same body and therefore, the same amount of stamina. 
I have to do something. But he’s me. 
My side hurts. It hurts like hell. 

>> +> >> 6) «HK «HK «HK 
Woah. 


Woah, woah, wait a damn minute. What is that? A skeleton? You’ve gotta be kidding. 


Shirase rubbed his eyes. It wasn’t an illusion. The scenery around him was distorted. 
The surrounding pebbles floated in midair because of the abnormal gravitational field. 
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In other words, a gravity ability was activated over there. Meaning, Chuuya was there. 


Shirase was so startled he almost dropped the clothes bag he was carrying. He hastily 
adjusted his grip. 


Even though he had a clothes bag, he didn’t actually have any clothes in it. There were 
stolen goods that could be pawned off inside. While he was searching for an escape 
route, he picked up anything that had monetary value. It’s not like the researchers or 
security guards were around. Not to mention, there were still loads of things inside the 
research facility that could sell for a fortune, like jewels that were used in the laser 
transmitters and high-speed computers. 


Shirase had thought: At any rate, it was decided that all evidence was gonna be 
destroyed or something. In that case, as a foundation for rebuilding the Sheep, it would 
be better for us to be reborn on the funds of the military in the name of saving people. 
I’m such a genius. 

Though, he got lost while he was looting. 

Then, he wandered into this room. 

Shirase anxiously looked around. Aside from Chuuya and the skeleton, there was 
nobody else around. They appeared to be fighting. He caught a glimpse of Chuuya’s 
pained face. 

“Chuuya!” 

He automatically started to run over when he stopped. 

What are you doing? If you go over there, you’re gonna die! The stupidest thing you 
could do is get in the middle of a battle between monsters. I’m not that idiotic. The 
smart thing to do is turn myself around. That’s how I’ve survived this long. 

Chuuya’s in charge of fighting. Chuuya’s in charge of getting hurt. Chuuya’s in charge 
of engraving fear into our enemies. We’re in charge of everything else. Obviously. 
Because he has strength. It’s only natural for him to fulfill that duty. 


But today, Chuuya was uncharacteristically weak. 


Chuuya was injured all over his body. I’ve never seen him like that. It was almost as if 
he were a boy the same age as me. 


206 
No, not as if. He is a boy the same age as me. 


Shirase abruptly came to that realization. 
But even so. 
Even so, did I ever stop to think that? 


“I don’t care! I’m running away! Even if I’m alone! You guys deal with these weapons of 
war and the truth of abilities! I just want to live happily!” 


Shirase held his valuable luggage and walked with his back towards them. 
He walked with long strides, as if engraving his steps. 

>> +> >> ) «HK «HK «HK 
The skeleton’s weight increased. 
Along with the creaking of their bones, there was a heavier and lower sound that was 
probably the breaking of the floorboards. If this were a normal human body, they 
would have become one with the floor long ago. 
“Stop...” Chuuya seemed to whisper as his lungs were crushed. “You’re me...” 
There was a bewildered light in his eyes. 
The jaws of the skeleton rumbled. A dark eye socket devoid of any sort of light stared 
down at Chuuya. No emotions were there. There was only nothing, a complete and 
utter nothingness. 
From those eye sockets, from that void, Chuuya understood a message. It might just be 
in his head, but he couldn’t stop one phrase from floating around in there. It felt like 
one meaningless message was being uttered out by the skeleton. 
—It should’ve heen you. 
“You are me.” Chuuya glared at the skeleton, who looked the furthest away from any 


sort of humanity. He didn’t seem to be aware of what he was saying. “But then, who 
exactly am I...2” 
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Gravity got stronger. The skeleton’s face that looked like death itself got closer to 
Chuuya. 


Just then, someone shouted. 

“Waaaaaaaaaaahhh!!!” 

Someone slammed into the skeleton’s side. 

The skeleton and the figure rolled on the ground together. 
Chuuya widened his eyes. That person was familiar. 
“Shirase...?!” 


The rolled over Shirase stood up and shouted something incomprehensible with a 
squeaky voice. 


Since the skeleton was so focused on applying all of its gravity downwards towards 
Chuuya, it was completely powerless against an attack from its side. His attack 
dislodged the skeleton’s ulna on it’s right arm. But that move had little effect. The 
skeleton opened its jaws wide as it tried to bite Shirase to death. 


Shirase lifted up the clothes bag. The skeleton chomped down on it. Inside was the 
sound of high end jewels and electronic devices breaking. However, jewels were much 
harder than that of bones or iron. The skeleton’s lower jaw cracked vertically. 
“Shirase, you idiot! Run away!” 


“Uwaaaaaaaaaaahhh!!!” 


Shirase closed his eyes and swung his hands around. His hands coincidentally got 
caught on one of the transfusion tubes stuck to the skeleton’s spine. 


The tube broke, and bluish-black liquid poured out with a gurgling sound. The 
skeleton lurched over with a jerk and stopped moving for a few seconds. 


Chuuya noticed it and shouted. “Shirase, pull out the cables! All of them!” 


Shirase still waved his hands around for no apparent reason, but after a while, he 
realized what Chuuya meant. He rolled, covered in liquid, to the end of the tubes that 
the skeleton was dragging around like a tail and grabbed them. He reeled them in and 
yanked them all out at once. 
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The bundle of tubes that led to the next room were pulled out of the skeleton. 

The skeleton screamed. 

Well, there weren’t any type of vocal organs in a body made of only bone. It’s vocal 
chords couldn’t vibrate to let out a scream. It was the remnants of the fading gravity 
manipulation ability that vibrated the bones, causing them to resonate like a musical 
instrument. The screaming resonance of a disappearing soul. 

It sounded like the boy was crying in agony. 

Finally, the skeleton lost its source of energy and signals for instruction and fell to the 
floor from its head to its hip. It lost the gravitational power that kept it held together, 
so it collapsed into pieces. The cracks it had received during battle spread throughout 
its entire body, creating countless white fragments that crumbled and disappeared. 


Then, the skeleton faded away, as if it hadn’t existed from the very beginning. 


Chuuya watched the whole thing with a dumbfounded look on his face before he slowly 
stood up. 


“Shirase.” 

While putting pressure on his side, Chuuya looked towards him. 

“What?” 

Chuuya stared at Shirase like he was trying to say something. He looked at the dirt, 
grime, and bluish-black liquid covering his entire body for a few seconds, before 
speaking. 

“You look fucking nasty right now.” 

“Shut up!” 

Chuuya held out his hand and Shirase grabbed it, standing up. 

“Let’s go join up with Adam right away.” 

“Yeah.” 


Shirase and Chuuya walked side by side. 
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Shirase snuck a peek at Chuuya. His body was full of wounds, and blood and pebbles 
were all over him. There were several cuts and bruises, and his side was still bleeding. 


“Hey, Chuuya.” 


Chuuya turned around. Shirase’s expression faltered, and Chuuya had a hunch he 
wanted to apologize. He silently waited. 


“You look fucking nasty right now.” 
Chuuya cast his eyes down as he laughed. “Shut up.” 
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When I burst into the room, the first thing I thought was, “Did a dinosaur go 
rampaging in here?” 


The room was thoroughly destroyed. Neither the desks nor the chairs retained their 
original shapes, the floor was broken and wavy, and there were two human sized holes 
in the wall. There wasn’t a single piece of furniture that had stayed in the same place, 
and I couldn’t immediately tell what the room was originally for. 


But my attention wasn’t directed towards this disastrous scene. It was directed to 
another high priority target. 


The Assassin King Verlaine. He stood in the back of the room and looked towards us. 
His hand was wrapped around the scientist N’s neck. He held N with the same amount 
of concern one would have for holding the collar of a sleeping dog. 


“He... Help me...!” N said in a quivering voice. 

I quickly drew my gun. “Please release him.” 

“This guy?” Verlaine looked at me as if I had said something surprising. “You’re not a 
human being, so think logically. What merit is there in protecting this scum? Would 
you fight to the death for him?” 

“My whole reason for being is to protect humans against crimes.” I said, aiming my 


gun at him. “I don’t have the capability to determine whether the person I protect is 
scum or if I don’t want to.” 
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“I’m jealous.” Verlaine said sarcastically, dropping his gaze. “Don’t worry, I won’t kill 
him... Not this easily.” 


I suddenly heard a voice behind me. 

“You won't get anything by taking him home and torturing him, Verlaine-san.” 
Verlaine looked towards the voice with a mildly surprised expression. 
“Dazai-kun...” 

“Hey. What a coincidence, meeting in a place like this.” 

Dazai-san strolled up next to me, as if he were walking near his own home. 
“You coming here must mean... I see. So I’ve been betrayed?” 


“It’s hard for people to hear that they’ve been betrayed. I’ve been on this side from the 
very beginning.” 


“This side’? Do people like you even know what ‘this side’ or ‘that side’ means?” 


“Fufu... I knew it’d be fun talking to you.” Dazai-san wore a vague and bottomless 
smile. 


Dazai-san and Verlaine. These two powerful people silently stared at each with a kind 
of smile that ordinary people just could not understand. 


While the two were having a conversation, I ran my battle assessment module. I had a 
pistol, but no matter how I calculated it, there wasn’t more than a 0.1% probability that 
we would win a clean battle. Shooting my gun would be a bad idea, so I’ll have to wait 
for the situation to change. 

But the situation changed much sooner than I expected. 


“Ah, Verlaine-san.” Dazai-san sighed with a sudden realization. “I’d duck if I were you.” 


As he said that, Dazai-san casually lowered his head to about chest level. Verlaine had a 
dubious look on his face. 


The next moment, a piece of debris flew past us like a cannonball. 
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One piece of the debris broke off above Dazai-san’s head and the other piece crashed 
straight into Verlaine’s arm. Verlaine reflexively brought his arm up to block, but the 
debris piece scattered magnificently. 


“What the hell are you doing, Dazai?!” An angry voice shouted. “Don’t come into my 
sight without my permission!” 


“Hey, Chuuya. How was your torture session?” Dazai-san laughed at the edge of his 
mouth. “I had a plan to come in and save you, but decided against it cause it was 
boring.” 


“You bastard!” 


Verlaine had a blank look on his face for a while, but then he nodded in understanding. 
“I see. So it’s you guys.” 


Chuuya-sama and Dazai-san stood side by side. Surprisingly enough, there was 
something similar to perfection about the two. 


The two boys with completely different personalities. 

“I heard you two killed Rimbaud all by yourselves.” 

“You want revenge, Verlaine-san?” 

“Nope.” Verlaine shook his head, seeming to look somewhere off in the distance. “He 
was dead to me long before you guys killed him—nine years ago, the minute I shot him 
in the back.” 

Dazai-san took one look at his expression and took a step forward. “Do you know why I 
came here like this, Verlaine-san?” There was a sign of sharp calculation on his face. 
“Because I’ve succeeded in earning us time. You will die for the crime of making an 


enemy of the Port Mafia.” 


Verlaine simply shrugged his shoulders at the cold death sentence. “We’ll see. I’ve been 
threatened with that many times before, but I always get off in the end.” 


Verlaine grabbed the terrified N’s neck and stepped back. My gun’s muzzle followed his 
movements. Dazai-san spoke in a quiet voice. 


“Your ability is powerful, but I have a general understanding of it. All we have to do is 
crush you to death with something more powerful.” 
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Verlaine suddenly laughed. He looked happy. 


“You understand my ability?” Verlaine lifted his arms towards the ceiling. His 
expression was suddenly wiped off his face. 


My meters shook all at once. 


I tried to say, “Uh-oh.” But all sound was sucked up and vanished. All light disappeared 
in the room and a shockwave passed through a little after that. 


A shockwave, then a black light. 

How many seconds have passed? Because of the powerful electromagnetic wave, my 
sensors on the surface temporarily blacked out. Once I recovered, I immediately 
checked my surroundings. 

Both Chuuya-sama and Dazai-san were safe. They hadn’t moved. 

They looked up at the ceiling side-by-side, expressionlessly and with open mouths. 
I also followed their gazes. 

There wasn’t a ceiling. 

“Hey, shitty Dazai. You said you had a general understanding of his ability?” 

“Yeah.” 

I noticed a cold breeze blowing through. 

It was the wind. 

Blowing from the outside. 

“But... do you really understand?” 

There was a large, cylindrical tunnel. 

The tunnel continued straight up to the surface, passing through a dozen or so ceilings 
from these deep, underground facilities. Bits of the gouged out floor formed a 


concentric chain and continued much further away. Beyond that, we could see a small 
cut out of the evening sky. 
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Neither N nor Verlaine were anywhere to be seen. 
No one said a word. 


We could do nothing but predict the emergence of something not of this world and 
look up at it as if we were praying. 
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[CODE; 04] Oh, grantors of dark disgrace 


Excerpt from Rimbaud’s notes: 

——-—- day of the --—--- year 

Log of 8 DGSS agent’ from the tactics team of the Counter Terrorists Unit 

Crear weather, evening & litte after the waned moon, 

A mouse was scurrying about, black as can be in the gray evening, 

The noblest of rats was scurrying about, gray 6s can be in the middie of the darkness. 
\ look up at the moon with a pie resting in my mouth. 

\ cant enjoy the idieness, either. 


once the pipe's flames are out, | think lt 9, too. 


After \ ran, after the dry sound of my footsteps, death and corpses and blood and 
accidents were all scattered in ry wake. 


------ day of the ----—- year 
Log of & DGSS agent from the tactics team of the Counter Terrorists Unit 
Rainy weather, midnight of the waning moon, 


1 am usriting this atter creeping out of the rat's cellar. 

The brick inn has a leaking roof, so the sound of a gitter patter is coming frorm sornewhere, 
My bedside lantem is so dark, | can't even see ry wine, (im sure it's gping to be awful to 
write this, but for the time being it's not imeortant. 


\ wanted to write down what had happened 88 Soon as | could. 


A mere two hours ago, | was in the secret cellar of the anti-government's May Revolution 
Everything is finished. The results were excelent # seen from my superiors perspective. 


8 Rimbaud uses a couple French words throughout these notes shown with italicized font (that aren’t names). Here 
he’s saying “agent” in French. They are spelt the same in both French and English, but are obviously pronounced 
differently. 
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But \ truly don't think the operation was a success, 

when | steeped into the cellar, all of the members were there. Ultimately though, he died, 

\ wrote “he” because he was the only member of the organization. 

\ fought against the ringeader behind the anti government movement who commonly went by 
Faunus, He was strong and had 8 secret weapon up his sieeve. The artificially gifted 
iKeform, Black No, 22, that he created all by himself. \t was & monster that controled gravity 
at will and nullified all physical attacks. Faunus controled this li€eform through ony the use of 
instructions. 

This time around, our inteligence team did a fantastic jb cit'd be a big hele i€ they did this 
every time, though). \ knew beforehand that the instructional input was given through inhalation 


of & metal dust, so all | had to do was destroy the device making the metal dust. 


Black No. 42 was released from his orders and regained consciousness as if he had broken 
free of a brainwash, and rushed to attack his creator, Faunus. 


\t was a chilling sight. In just the palm of Biack No. 4a's hand, hak of the facility disappeared 
along with the upper half of Faunuss body, 


After that, \ carried the unconscious Black No. 42. As of Fight now, he's skeing in this cheap 
hotel. \ wonder what will hageen to him. will he be disposed of by the government? 


\rm terribly cold. 


The James from the fireplace feel so far away, 


———— day of the ----—- year 
Log of & DGSS agent from the tactics team of the Counter Terrorists Unit 
Crear weather, midday strong eastem winds, 


\m wearing 6 thick overcoat, some earmutts, fur mittens, and extra layers as \r usriting this. 


\ taked with a liaison at a cafe earlier. | was told about how Black No042 was treated over at 
the facility. 


\ was so shocked, \ had to ask three more times. 
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The government seemed to think of Black No12 as a valuable actif 


Because he was Faunus's guard dog he had a band of anti-government networks dried into 
his skull. \ had to train him into a Spy His education and supervision was ft to me. 


Me, a teacher? 
Could \ do something like that? 


This line of work doesn't give us connections like the others. Both friends and lovers can be 
weaknesses to a Spy, | think my parents and former lover died while in prison. 


Can someone like me guide and teach a gerson? 

\ don't Know. But what if 1 could? 

For someone, for my country and for ray newhy made friend, \ threw away my past and ry 
name and went only by & codename, Thinking that, \ was surprised to find ry heart pounding 
with excitement. 

The fact that | lived and died would never be passed down to the next generations. All that 
awaits me after death is a cracked and nameless tombstone. But that's fine, so long as | 
can Rave something for somebody before Im dead. 

The first task | was given was to give Black No. 42 a new codename. 

\ve aready decided. Paul veriaine. 


it was my real name once given to me by my garents. 


Paul, when you read these notes, itll be time for you to kam your secret, | pray 4s hard as 
\ can that iti be a time of bessing for yous 


aonnnn day of the ----—- year 
Log of a DGSS agent from the tactics team of the Counter Terrorists Unit 
Cloudy midnight, New moon, 


\ can't believe it. | succeeded in deciehering the “Secret of the Gente Forest’. A horrid beast 
was skeping in there. 


There, inside veriaine's— 
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(From there, the page was torn, making it impossible to read) 

>»> +> >> 6) «HK «HK «HK 
The moon was floating at the edge of the blue twilight, looking small in the sky. 
Inside the moving train, Mori Ougai was asleep. 
Outside the window, the black forest whispered to one another with the rustling of 
their leaves in the blue night. Off in the distance, the city lights of Yokohama gently 
flickered like a star tens of thousands of light years away. There were no passengers on 


the train, only endless rows of the wooden benches. 


Mori Ougai rested his shoulders against the window as he drowsily nodded off. Black 
bags that showed how tired he was rested beneath his eyes. 


He was on the run from an assassin. 
He was afraid that if he escaped by car, he’d be detected. His pursuer was an 
extraordinary spy that had been trained by the European government. He couldn’t be 


too careful. 


So, he bought out the entire train and it’s station. Along with that, he wiped all security 
footage of the train ride, making it seem like he was never there. 


He would arrive at the designated safehouse by tomorrow morning. 

The train approached the next station with an announcement playing inside the train’s 
cars as it slowly came to a stop. This trip needed to be as natural as possible in order to 
not raise any suspicions. It stopped and departed at the station during the specified 
times. The only difference was, no one got on or off the train. 


The train arrived at the station. 


Mori Ougai kept his eyes closed. When he opened his eyes next, he would be in a safe 
place. 


Or maybe he would never wake again. 


Only God knows which it'll be. 
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“H...Help me! Get me down from here!” 
A scream rang out in the night sky. 
“Get you down? Why?” 


The soft voice replied. The dry wind blew around the high-rise building, sweeping 
away their voices. 


They were on top of a tower crane. 


The tower crane was designed to carry construction materials up to the top of the 
building. The two were at the very top, where the cityscape of Yokohama meets the sky. 


“It’s not like I’ve tied you up or hurt you to the point where you can’t walk. If you want 
to get down, then youre free to go at any time.” 


The kind voice belonged to Verlaine. He was sitting comfortably on the tip of the iron 
jib, gazing out at the beautiful night scenery. 


“Don’t be stupid! There’s no way a human could just stroll down from a place like 
this...!” 


N was on all fours, clinging to the steel frame with a pale face. If he raised his head 
even a little bit, the wind would probably blow him away. It was the only thing he could 
do to keep his body balanced. 


After he had taken N from the facility, Verlaine used his gravity to walk up the crane. 
He casually walked up the side of the crane, as if he were in a pedestrian’s paradise. 


“It’s a nice place, isn’t it?” Verlaine spoke in a mellow voice. “Perfect for having a 
private conversation.” 


N couldn’t even look up at him. It took everything he had just to make sure his sweaty 
hands held the steel frame. 


“What...do you want to know?” He asked in a feeble voice, as if he had run out of 
breath. 


“Tell me what you know about the Secret of the Gentle Forest.” 


219 


The cold, strong wind roared between them. But the wind didn’t block out Verlaine’s 
soft voice in the slightest, and it echoed off the top of the crane. 


“I won’t talk.” N looked at Verlaine, still crouching. “That information is my lifeline. IfI 
tell you, I'll have no more use. You'll kill me.” 


“I’m going to kill you either way.” Verlaine took a pear out of his pocket and bit into it. 
N’s face froze. 


Verlaine stood up and looked down at N and spoke in a dry, icy voice. “You have to 
know about it. The Secret of the Gentle Forest was the title Faunus wrote for the last 
chapter of the creation manual for artificial gifted. The government held on to that 
manual, but I saw it. The final chapter, page 6, was omitted. They’re probably keeping 
it hidden intentionally. But you practically stole the manual using a spy, so you had to 
have seen what that last chapter was composed of—Tell me. What was written on page 
6 in the Secret of the Gentle Forest?” 


“Even if I told you right now what was inside of it,” N said stiffly. “Would you believe 
me?” 


“That depends on what you say.” 


“From the very beginning, the manual was missing the final chapter, so I don’t know 
anything’—If I said that, you wouldn’t believe me. Am I wrong?” 


“If that were true, then why would you have brought up the Secret of the Gentle 
Forest? Because you knew just how important that chapter was. Am I wrong?” 


N lowered his gaze. “It was a chapter that was intentionally omitted and I had to do 
something. I just came up with it on the spot.” 


“Quit joking.” 


“It was a life or death situation. It didn’t matter what I said. I surprised myself by 
saying that.” 


Verlaine silently looked down at N as if he were staring at a dying bug. Then, he 
approached N after only saying, “I see”, and lightly pressed the sole of his shoe against 
N’s shoulders. 


“W...Wait!” N, with his sinking body, desperately fought to cling to the scaffold. “I really 
don’t know! The only one who knows is the guy who got rid of the chapter! The spy 
called Rimbaud, he was the one who took it out!” 
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Verlaine suddenly stopped. “What did you say?” 


“Rimbaud discarded that section before he submitted the report to the government. He 
was the only one that knew what it said. A mole in the French government confirmed 
it. So I really don’t know anything!” 


“Rimbaud...?” Verlaine lowered his foot, his eyes distant. “That’s impossible. He 
wouldn’t keep anything from me.” 


N looked up at Verlaine, taking a heavy breath as he adjusted himself. “No one can 
know what goes on in the minds of others.” 


“That didn’t apply to him. He trusted me.” Verlaine’s gaze seemed to wander in midair. 
“I used to just be known as, ‘Black Number 12’ for it was the name I was given. My code 
name changed from my original name to Rimbaud. We swapped names. It was his 
idea.” 

Verlaine took off his hat. On the brim, Rimbaud’s name was stitched into it. 

“He was strong. Rimbaud was the only gifted in our organization whose power was on 
par with mine. We were partners. No... he even called me a close friend. In truth, it was 
quite an honor.” 

Verlaine looked up to the sky, that night sky that spread all around him, and said, 

“But.. I really didn’t like him.” 

A gust of cold wind passed by Verlaine. The stars flickered silently. 

“You didn’t... like him?” 

Verlaine looked down at N with cold eyes, putting his hat back on. 

“It seems I’ve talked a little too much.” As he said that, Verlaine tore his gaze away from 
N, as if he had lost interest in him. “There were a couple more things I wanted to ask, 
but I’m rather busy. There’s still some urgent work that needs to be dealt with. Before 
Dazai-kun finishes his preparations, I need to assassinate my final target. I'll continue 
where | left off once I get back. Until then, enjoy the night view.” 


With that said, he turned his back and started walking. 


“W... Wait! At least get me down from here!” 


221 


“Get you down?” Verlaine turned around, unable to resist looking at him in 
amusement. “You’re free to walk down. It’s simple. Just take it one step at a time.” 


The blood drained from N’s face. 


Verlaine walked without looking back, his figure disappearing towards the ground and 
into the darkness of the night. 
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The driver of the train kept one hand on the steering wheel as he stared out into the 
darkness in front of him. 


The driver was a veteran with 27 years of service. It didn’t matter whether it was a 
rainy day, a windy day, or if bombs were raining from the sky during the height of the 
Great War, he kept his hand on that steering wheel. 


And even for a man like that, today’s work was rather unusual. 


First, his employer, the railroad company, was bought out overnight. This included the 
trains and their services. Second, he was told to operate the train provisionally. There 
was only one passenger allowed to ride the train. When he brought it up to his boss, he 
only said, “Drive the train and don’t ask questions.” 


Then he added, “/f,you run away, bad things will come your way.” 


The driver turned his attention to the scenery in front of him once again. The trees 
were submerged in the darkness. In front of him was the yellow glow from his 
headlights and the silver train tracks in front of him. It was the only thing that showed 
the train was moving forward. 


What his boss said was probably true. This was the demonic city of Yokohama, after all. 
Anything could happen. He didn’t bother trying to talk to the lone passenger. Even if he 
did such a thing, he’d just end up catching his sliced off head from his chest. 


At that time, he thought he saw something move beyond the continuous darkness, as if 
he were somewhere at the bottom of the ocean. 


His well trained eyes picked up on the movement from far away. Was it an animal? 
No... Was it the rustling of the trees? No. 


It was a person. 
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A person was standing on the tracks. 
Crap, he thought as he quickly pulled up the brake lever. 


Compressed air was released, and the train let out a violent, metallic sound as it 
lowered gears. But there wasn’t enough time. The train was going to crash into the 
figure. 


But, the figure stopped the train. 


The train was hit with an explosive amount of power as the lead car jumped high in the 
air. The caboose jumped off the tracks and toppled over into the forest, as if it were 
pulled off. The rampaging iron snake gouged out the surrounding earth and tore down 
some trees before finally coming to a stop. 


After the figure—Verlaine—watched this chain of events unfold, he smiled in contempt. 
Even though he stopped the train head-on, he didn’t have a single wound on him. He 
walked forward towards the car that Mori Ougai was in. After jumping over the cars 
buried under the ground and passing by the electrical systems that were starting to 
catch fire, he arrived at his destination. 


Mori Ougai was lying face down. The whole train was flipped over; it’s walls became 
the floor and the ceiling became the walls. His back faced Verlaine, and he was 
completely still. Underneath him, a pool of blood was slowly forming. 

Verlaine looked into his target’s ability beforehand. There wasn’t a single secret out 
there that couldn’t be dug up by a former spy. Mori Ougai did not possess an ability 
that could endure a crash like that. 

“TOO easy.” 

Verlaine muttered as he approached his target. He would never be so stupid as to leave 
a body without checking it. He would ascertain whether a person was alive or dead, 
and in the unlikely event that they were alive, they would swiftly be dealt with. 
Verlaine turned Mori Ougai’s body over and widened his eyes. 


It was not Mori Ougai. 


It was a man he had never seen before. He wore clothes and a wig that disguised him 
as Mori Ougai. But, there were no oversights of Verlaine’s preparations. He set up a 
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hidden surveillance camera at the previous station and the footage from that showed 
Mori Ougai. 


When he had grabbed the body to check the state it was in, a hand was suddenly put 
up against his chest. 


“TOO easy.” 

Verlaine was blown away by a powerful repulsion ability. 

He broke through the window glass and landed on the moldy leaves. He rolled on the 
ground and scattered soil until his back finally hit some trees, successfully stopping 
him. 

“Not bad...” 

Verlaine stood up, one hand against the trunk of the tree. 

He thought for a moment while dusting off the soil from his clothes. The face he briefly 
saw and the force that came out of his hand... It was probably Hirotsu Ryuurou, the 
repulsion ability user from the Port Mafia. 


He was a body double. 


Mori Ougai knew about the surveillance cameras and purposely let himself be seen 
before swapping out with the body double. 


In other words, someone saw through Verlaine’s assassination attempt. 


Ever since he came to this country, he has only met one person who had enough skill 
to be able to do that. 


“Hey, Verlaine-san.” 

A small figure was sitting on the edge of the flipped over train. 

“Dazai-kun.” Verlaine said as he picked up the hat that had fallen by his feet. “I’ve 
heard of the phrase, ‘Intelligence isn’t dependent upon your age’, but... My goodness, 
youre terrifying.” 

“You did this to yourself.” Dazai said dryly, as if he were admonishing him. “This time 


around, you moved too much in accordance with your personal feelings. I knew you’d 
do this much. Why are you so fixated on Chuuya?” 
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“Is it really so strange that an older brother fusses over his younger brother?” Verlaine 
said, brushing the mud off his clothes. 


“It’s really strange, actually.” Dazai stated. “First of all, what makes you seriously 
believe that Chuuya’s your younger brother?” 


“..What?” Verlaine narrowed his eyes. 


“You saw it too, right? Chuuya’s original they experimented on. He became a skeleton 
and died.” Dazai said while swinging his legs from the flipped over train car. “They 
practically looked the same. Their abilities were awfully similar. They have plenty of 
other commonalities, too. What if instead, that skeleton was the man-made gifted 
lifeform and the living Chuuya, whose only redeeming factor is his vitality, was the 
original? Can you read through the limited documents on his past as someone not 
personally involved?” 


“That can’t be.” Verlaine shook his head. “I’m not so stupid as to mistake the target for 
my undercover missions. There’s no mistaking that he’s the same artificial lifeform I 
took from the research facility nine years ago.” 


“If you look into it, you’ll know right away.” Dazai said nonchalantly. “Luckily, this time 
around, the folks over at the research facility can demonstrate how to rewrite the 
string of equations inside Chuuya. If 1 captured a researcher using the mafia’s power, 
I'd gladly tell you what the equation said. Then we’d really know what Chuuya is. 
Fortunately for you, we have a lot of time.” 


“You're talking as if you’re convinced Chuuya’s a human being.” 


“I am convinced.” Dazai sighed before laughing. “An artificial string of equations 
couldn’t create that humanity I despise so much.” 


Verlaine let out a sigh and walked towards Dazai. His steps were heavy, similar to when 
he had to take care of some troublesome work. 


“I would be more than happy to explain why this is all a misunderstanding, but... You 
have another job.” As he said that, Verlaine began to climb up the gentle slope he rolled 
down. “Your job is to tell me where Mori Ougai is, not his body double. It’s a 
backbreaking job. Literally.” 


“In other words, you don’t feel like giving in?” 


“Of course not.” 
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Dazai aimlessly stared into space, his eyes not looking at anything in particular, and 
said, “Is that so...” 


After that, he said with a regretful look on his face, “Then it’s your loss.” 
A sniper’s bullet hit Verlaine directly on the head. 


Verlaine, his body heavily bent backwards, fell down the leafy slope. He rolled about 
three times before he looked up at Dazai with harsh eyes. 


“A sniper? Th—” 


Before he had finished speaking, another bullet from the sniper bounced off Verlaine’s 
forehead. He almost fell sideways and put his hand on the ground to steady himself. 


“Your ability only works when you touch the target.” Dazai said, staring down at 
Verlaine while his legs dangled over the edge. “Meaning, a bullet is sure to hit you. 
Only, you’d stop it right away, right? Which is why if we hit you with a bullet from a 
high caliber sniper several times faster than a normal bullet, you’d still be struck the 
minute you stop it with your gravity. And—” 


Dazai casually lifted his hand up. 
Immediately after, the fire of guns lit up the dark night. 


From the top of a hill, from gaps in the grove, from behind the leaf litter, from atop the 
towering trees—more than fifty sniper bullets rushed towards Verlaine at once. All the 
bullets hit him, causing him to cry out. 


Verlaine tried to escape into the cover of the trees while using gravity to protect his 
body. But during his escape, he was shot at from behind. Even if he lowered his body to 
slip in and out of the crossfire, he’d be shot at from above the grove. There was 
nowhere to hide. 


“He got that many snipers... in such a short amount of time...?!” 


Bullets pierced through Verlaine’s clothes and dug into his skin. There weren’t enough 
to draw blood, but it was a lot nonetheless. Ten rounds per second, twenty rounds, and 
increasing by the minute. The air itself that shrouded his body was like an enemy 
attack. 
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Verlaine could do nothing more than cover his head with his arms and make his body 
seem smaller. 


“You chose the wrong enemy, Verlaine-san.” Dazai smiled faintly. “My 


countermeasures for your gravitational ability are foolproof. After all, whether asleep 
or awake, J’m constantly thinking up ways to annoy Chuuya.” 
\» 


“Don’t underestimate me...! 


As Verlaine withstood the rain of bullets, he grabbed a nearby tree and pulled it out of 
the ground. 


“You think playing a game of skipping stones is enough to kill me...?!” 


Verlaine held the tree, ready to throw it. He prepared to throw the tree like a spear that 
would crush the distant snipers hiding in the dark. 


But—his hand stopped right before he threw it. 

The tree was chopped finely to pieces. 

“Hoho—If you look close enough, you do look like my subordinate.” 

The elegant voice of a woman rang out like a koto’. 

She had flaming crimson hair with eyes of the same color. The dyeing of her deep red 
dress was similar to that of when the leaves change color in the midst of fall. The most 
eye-catching thing about her—was the masked demon in a kimono that obediently 
floated beside her. 

It was tall, had long hair, and held a longsword about the size of a child as if it weighed 
nothing. The golden kimono it wore faded into the air past it’s knees, showing there 


was no body underneath. 


“But, you’re just the selfish older brother that wants to take away our boy so 
arbitrarily. I’ll forgive you once you’re scrambling out of here with your limbs cut off.” 


Ozaki Kouyou. 


The young swordswoman of the Port Mafia. 


° A traditional Japanese string instrument that is played by plucking the strings. | guarantee you've heard it before 
haha 
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A beautiful beast with the gifted lifeform Golden Demon obeying her command, and a 
powerful mafioso who took Chuuya under her wing. 


Kouyou turned the vivid scarlet and purple paper umbrella over her shoulder then 
twisted and pulled on the handle. A brilliant silver blade appeared. It was a concealed 
blade. 


“An ability user from the mafia, huh?” Verlaine smiled like a beast. “But you’re just one 
gifted with two blades. What can you possibly do against gravity?” 


Verlaine got low to the ground, intending to jump towards Kouyou. 
“Who said I was alone?” 
Verlaine’s body sank. 


Verlaine looked down at his feet in surprise. The earth was winding like a snake, 
sinking his legs into the ground and then crawling up them. 


Astonished, he erased his body’s gravity and jumped. He landed sideways on a nearby 
tree trunk, but even the usually sturdy trunk began to liquify where his shoes touched. 
It hurried to swallow him. 


PAIS 1S 3." 


Verlaine jumped forward, but the ground where he expected to land became sludge 
with a mind of its own, opening its mouth as it waited for him. 


“Ha ha ha! Run, run young’un! Young folk like you are here for this old man’s 
enjoyment! Time to die by decapitation!” 


Emerging from the darkness of the trees was a large, stout man who resembled a giant 
tree. He wore a discolored military uniform that was torn in some places. He had a few 
bristly hairs that were like sewing needles, a judo belt around his waist, and tall, 
wooden sandals on his feet. He crossed both of his arms, thick as hundred year old 
trees, in front of his chest. 


He was an elite in the Port Mafia, a soldier who survived the Great War—a man known 
throughout the organization as, Colonel’. 


'° This is the same executive Colonel who died during the Dragon Head’s conflict. Dazai brought up taking his place 
during the DA manga. 
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He raised his arm much like an old tree, then suddenly clasped down his palm in front 
of his eyes. At the same time, the earth wriggled, the soil turned to liquid, the trees and 
even the flipped over train, all of it rushed towards Verlaine, who was in the air. 


“The ability to control liquified materials...?!” 


Verlaine kicked the first piece of liquified earth that reached him and retreated to the 
opposite side. However, past that was more liquified earth. He tried to change his 
direction, but both above and underneath him was liquified earth. If he used his 
gravity to blow away what he touched, even more of the liquified earth would come 
and completely surround him. There was no way for him to fight back. 


On top of that, as if they were stitching up any gaps in their plan, there were mafioso 
snipers in all directions. 


“Toho.” 

Verlaine used his gravity to make a small amount of dirt dense before kicking it and 
running away in midair. He did that to create distance. Material manipulation abilities 
like the Colonel’s are, more often than not, unable to control things that were out of 
sight. So, he planned to hide in the depths of the forest and throw a giant, gravity filled 
stone to bring him down. 

But then, something rather eccentric came into Verlaine’s view. 

It was a clock. 

A clock was floating in midair. 

It looked like a normal pocket watch. It had numbers on the dial, an hour and minute 
hand, a crown, and internal movements that peeked out of the edge of the clock’s 


interface. 


The strange thing was that it was about the size of a human torso and constantly 
turned around so the clock face stared at Verlaine. 


Verlaine, with his knowledge on countless ability users, immediately sensed the danger 
of the clock. 


He ripped off a button on his suit’s sleeve and increased the gravity of it by several tens 
of kilograms before throwing it towards the clock. 
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That comet of a button was powerful enough to destroy a building, but it didn’t touch 
the clock. It only smoothly passed through it, smashing the trees as it disappeared into 
the darkness. 


“You can’t break it.” A melancholic voice came from the ground. 


When Verlaine looked, he found a young man sitting on the ground unnoticed. He held 
his knees miserably with both of his arms and looked up at Verlaine. 


“It’s no use. That thing watches everyone, including the two of us. At some point, until 
the day we die, it’ll find us and chase us down. It’s time. The enemy of us all.” 


Both his voice and countenance were utterly miserable. His clothes were awkwardly 
long with the hems frayed, and his hair was so unkempt it looked like he hadn’t 
washed it for months. Verlaine couldn’t tell his original hair color. The young man, who 
was so thin you could see his bones from underneath his clothes, glared at Verlaine 
and waved his finger, indicating him to come closer. 


The minute and hour hands struck 12 at the same time with a clink. 
Right after that, the clock that was suspended in midair moved towards Verlaine. 
The clock, quite literally, was sucked into Verlaine’s chest once it touched him. 


Verlaine stiffened his body, wary of the clock that vanished. Nothing happened. 
Nothing as far as he could see— 


The liquified earth wrapped itself around Verlaine’s legs. 


Surprised, he used his gravity to shake off the earth and looked at his surroundings. He 
should already be at a considerable distance. It was strange that the liquified earth 
followed him as far as it did. 


Immediately after, he was hit. A sniper rifle hit him in the head, causing him to make a 
half turn in the air. He landed on the ground, using his heel to scrape against the fallen 
leaves and stop. 


That’s weird. The bullet’s speed is getting faster. Since it’s fast when it lands, even if I 
stopped it with gravity, it would still hit me with a reasonable amount of force. Did 
they switch out the bullets or barrel of the gun with a stronger one? No, this is— 
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The earth liquified. Verlaine jumped up and ran away before the earth could swallow 
him up. However, the tentacle-like liquified earth sped up as it followed him. Verlaine 
quickly scanned his surroundings. 


Leaves fell from the treetops that have been hit with a shockwave from the sniper. 
They didn’t flutter, but instead aimed to pierce towards the ground. It wasn’t the speed 
of the attack that was getting faster— 

“My sense of time... is slowing down?!” 

“Everyone dies before me.” The melancholic young man glared at Verlaine with, for 
whatever reason, bitter eyes. “My siblings, my parents, everyone. They’ll all be killed by 
time. But I try to get away from it with this special power of mine.” 

An ability user who can manipulate time. 

For the first time, a cold sweat ran down Verlaine’s forehead. 

Not only was time manipulation a powerful ability, it went against common sense. As 
far as Verlaine knew, even around the globe there weren’t many reports about it. At the 
top of the list for time manipulation ability users, those that went against the 
fundamental logic of this world, was H.G. Wells, a former gifted engineer. He vanished 
after making the gifted weapon She// and became one of the worst known terrorists in 
the world. 

Time manipulation can fiddle with this world’s basic rules and overwrite them at will. 
From a cosmic perspective, time and space are equal. The ability for time manipulation 
held as much of a threat to alter the world as Verlaine’s gravity manipulation had. 

The mafia’s attacks rushed towards the slow and sluggish Verlaine. 


Bullets, blades, and liquified earth. 


He couldn’t move to dodge it. Even if he tried, time was moving slowly around him as if 
he were underwater. 


Verlaine’s face stiffened. 
>> >> >> ©) «HK «HK «HK 


Dazai lazily gazed down at the forest riddled with thunderous gunfire. 
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He looked down at the hellish battlefield with a carefree expression as he enjoyed the 
cool, night breeze. 


“This is the logic of the world.” Dazai said in a singsong voice. “The absolute truth, 
adapting over all things in nature across all periods of time—In this world, the group is 
stronger than the individual. An ability user is stronger than the group. And—” 


Dazai smiled as the explosive blast reached his cheeks like it was a comfortable breeze. 
“A group of ability users is stronger than a lone ability user.” 

>> +> >> ©) «HK «HK «HK 
Verlaine maxed out the gravity on his side. 
With a propulsive power that went beyond that of the time manipulation, Verlaine 
quickly distanced himself from the battlefield. Verlaine’s bones creaked at the abrupt 
acceleration that went beyond his limitations. 
Even with this crisis unfolding before his eyes, Verlaine didn’t lose judgement. The 
situation wasn’t desperate yet. He just had to retreat as much as possible, staying away 
from the enemy’s waves of attacks. Then, once he got back on his feet, he would use his 
gravity to throw back the bullets and shoot down the ability users one by one. It’d be 


his win. 


There were three more gifted left. With just that much, their difference in strength was 
still not— 


Suddenly, his skin started to bleed. 
Verlaine looked down at his cuffs. The skin stuck to the inside of his clothes peeled off, 
revealing the flesh underneath. But there was minimal bleeding and he hardly felt any 


pain. 


He instinctively landed. The minute he touched the ground, the skin on his heel peeled 
off. He could tell because of the slimy feeling. But he still didn’t feel any pain. 


A new ability user was attacking. Though, he quickly saw their true form. 


Verlaine’s breath turned white and his skin froze over while white frost formed on his 
eyelashes. 
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“Let us embrace in our freezing love. Let us embrace while the frozen flowers break 
apart as they bloom.” 


A new ability user emerged with a singing voice much like a delicate scream. She had 
long, white hair, a white stole, frosty breath, and a crimson rose on her chest. Every 
time the woman took a breath, the surrounding trees froze, cracked, and split to pieces 
because of the freezing then swelling of the sap. 


Verlaine understood instantly. 

An atmosphere cooling ability user. 

His skin peeled off earlier because it was exposed to low temperatures that stuck to his 
clothes and shoes, coming off once he moved. She could freeze his body in an instant. 
It wouldn’t take long to completely freeze his flesh and bones. 


This is too dangerous of an ability. 


Since her attacks froze things over, there was no physical contact and therefore, he 
couldn’t defend himself with his gravity. Verlaine’s natural enemy. 


Verlaine groaned in pain as a sniper’s bullet pierced his shoulder. 


The bullet was cold. Lodged in his shoulder, it began to freeze into his skin with frost 
growing on it. The low temperature invaded his wound and ate into his flesh. 


The enemy’s gifted attacks were falling into place a little too smoothly. Time delay, 
then the freezing over, then the snipers. Their tactics were clearly designed to target 
his weak points and forbid his strong points. 


That wasn’t even the strangest part. Despite him falling back at a considerable speed, 
the snipers had yet to stop shooting. His escape route was being read too much. 
Normally, if he ran through the darkness of the trees at that fast of a speed, he’d be out 
of any telescopic sight and the sniper would lose sight of his target, making it 
impossible to shoot. So, why...? 


“Tee-hee-hee! That’s a sweet face you’re makin’, there! Hey, just between you and me, 
if you apologize with your tear stained face dribbling out some drool I’ll let you go in 
secret, ‘kay?” 


The voice was close. Way too close. 


Verlaine looked towards the voice, but no one was there. —Wait. 
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An empty hole about the size of a coin was in a space devoid of anything. The space 
was black and hollow as if it had been scorched and beyond that was another space. 
Black eyes stared closely at him from inside of it. 


“Yeah, it’s me! I’m watching you. You don’t have to worry about locking up in the 
bathroom from now on! Tee-hee-hee!” 


The hole was small, so he couldn’t see the person’s whole figure. But those eyes so full 
of malice were enough. 


Verlaine was constantly being observed, followed, and kept tabs on regarding his 
location. 


Verlaine reflexively kicked at the hole. 

“Woah!” 

Right before Verlaine hit it, the hole closed and disappeared. 
“I’m over here~” 


The voice came from behind him. When Verlaine turned around, he saw the same hole 
had opened up in a different place, watching him. 


It was a spatial connection ability that could continuously monitor it’s targets. More 
than likely the user’s true body was somewhere safe as they continued to survey the 
battlefield. Since the person themselves weren't attacking, if Verlaine tried to touch the 
space and it closed, it would be virtually impossible for him to destroy them with 
gravity. 

Just how many ability users did they bring along? 


“Tee-hee, here’s a gift for you! From the Port Mafia with love~” 


Pink flower petals were blown out of the coin-sized hole. Countless petals surrounded 
Verlaine. 


The petals began to glow white. This was another ability— 


The moment Verlaine tried to quickly take measures for avoidance, the flower petals 
simultaneously exploded. 
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The light of an explosion could be seen from where Dazai sat on the train. 


The white light cut through the dark forest as it exploded, the afterglow making its 
mark on the night sky. 


Dazai watched it with a thin smile on his face. 
“How is everything looking, Dazai-dono?” 


An older man wearing the boss’s clothes emerged from the train. It was Hirotsu, the 
body double. 


“As you can see, it’s going well. So well, in fact, that I find it boring.” 


As if to prove his point, an explosive sound, trees falling, and the light from the snipers 
followed by a low boom echoed incessantly throughout the forest. 


Hirotsu took off the wig, put on the monocle he always wore, and narrowed his eyes. 
“Just as you expected.” 


“Of course. I painstakingly earned us enough time just for these preparations, after 
all.” Dazai crossed his legs elegantly, like a king. “It was rough when Chuuya and I 
fought Randou-san by ourselves. So this time, I came prepared. 422 mafia combatants 
and 28 gifted, gathered here just to kill Europe’s Mr. King of Assassins. It’s all the 
collective strength the mafia has to give right now.” 


Looking down at the scenery below, cold air and flashes of light exploded brilliantly. 
Verlaine weaved his way through the trees as a means for escape, but a yellowish white 
beam scorched the sky, seeming to block off his escape route. 


The strategy was simple. Just set the trap and ambush him. Chuuya and Adam once 
devised a plan to set a trap and ambush the assassin king Verlaine in order to defeat 
him. Dazai’s strategy was, in essence, the same thing. He deduced the next target, set 
up a trap surrounding that person, and once Verlaine came, raided him from behind. 


What was different from Chuuya’s strategy, however, was the scale of it. He set up this 
trap using the entirety of the mafia combatant unit and as a result, it was a one-sided 
annihilation. 


“We can keep this battle going all night long,” Dazai whispered to Verlaine in the 
distance. “Verlaine-san. You are a perfect assassin. Your skills are adept, and you’ve 
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probably never made a mistake like this before, for you to be found and cornered like 
this. It’s why you have no experience being surrounded by a gifted organization like us. 
Randou-san also had misgivings about that dangerous perfection.” 


Dazai, unbeknownst to anyone, took out a leather notebook. 


Rimbaud’s notes. A journal written by Rimbaud comprised of details surrounding the 
gifted user Verlaine’s birth. 


“I grieve for you, Verlaine-san.” Dazai placed his hand on the notebook, as if he were 
praying. “I don’t grieve for your death, but for your birth. No one grieved for your 
birth, so you’ve been the only one this whole time. That’s your motive for fighting... I 
think you’re amazing. You hate that you were born, you hate your power, and you hate 
the world. Only by doing that can you accept your meaningless life. It’s an amazing 
feat. I don’t have that kind of courage, and that’s why I wanted to talk to you more. 
But...this is farewell.” 


Dazai stood up, turning his back to the battlefield in front of him. And, he walked. 
“Dazai-dono?” 
“Report back to me when you’re done.” 
Dazai’s voice was powerless as it fell to his feet. And, he walked. 
The next moment. 
Black waves started to swell up around the battlefield. 
sh oe baie CO ane tke aan 


Verlaine was looking out at the world from inside his muddy consciousness. There was 
slashing, shooting, and liquified earth along with flashes of infrared rays in the cold air 
and a wall of sound in a poisonous fog. 


Whenever he landed, the earth became liquid and coiled around him, which stopped 
him from using his gravity. And anytime he tried to breathe, the chilled air would 
freeze his throat and close it up. Flashes of light blocked his vision and sound waves 
destroyed his hearing, and whenever he stopped, the sniper bullets rained down on 
him. Even if he were to throw his personal belongings using his gravity, the demon’s 
longsword would cut through all of them. 
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And all of their attacks were coordinated by the devilishly intelligent boy Dazai Osamu, 
chasing Verlaine down with machine-like precision. 


This is a human. 

A true human. 

Something I ultimately couldn’t be a part of. 

Verlaine laughed deep inside his chest. It’s about time he really showed off. 


Fine. In that case, I’ll show you this, too. What does it really mean to not be human? 
What kind of color is this darkness inside my chest? 


This was a hatred not even Rimbaud understood. Verlaine opened his mouth and with 
that hatred, let the verse flow out. 


“Thy hatred, stupefactions, and despairs 

As the brutalities thou once suffered, 

Like an excess flow of blood month by month, 
The requital thou shall return to us 

O, night without malice” 


The wind and the rustling of the forest came to a stop, almost like the sounds were 
running from something. 


Invisible waves filled the air. 
Verlaine was thinking in his shrinking consciousness. 


No one understood me. I’m not a human. My existence is one unblessed by god. I 
wasn’t born from parents, but born from nothing. 


Until the very end, this loneliness wasn’t something Rimbaud understood. I hated him, 
but not because he didn’t understand. It was because he pretended he could understand. 


Something like black snow began to dance around Verlaine. But it wasn’t snow. It 
wasn’t even a type of matter. The darkness burst open and disappeared. It was a mini 
universe. 
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I'll show you the hatred of those who aren’t human and the nothingness born of those 
who weren't blessed by god. The true character, the core, and the hell that sleeps at the 
bottom of our souls. 


Verlaine let out a growl. His roar turned into a large, black wave that scraped and 
condensed the forest. Verlaine’s hat was blown off by the shock and disappeared 
somewhere in the forest. Dazai shouted to find shelter over the radio, but even his 
voice was lost in the shock wave. 


Then, a nightmarish figure appeared. 
The sound of Dazai’s voice saying to find shelter was heard from a radio. 


Meanwhile, the spatial connection ability user that was in the coin shaped 
hole—‘Trapper, realized Verlaine was suddenly swallowed up by the darkness while he 
was watching him. 


“What the? Th—” 


Those became his last words. The moment the gravitational wave burst, it passed 
through the hole to the mafia hideout where Trapper was staying. The sudden spatial 
distortion pulled his body through the hole. 


He didn’t have the luxury of bracing himself. Trapper’s face crashed into the hole. But 
it didn’t stop there, and the skin that touched the hole was sucked out to the other 
side. The gravitational waves grew even stronger so his flesh, bones, and clothes fell 
into the hole, like water in a ditch, until nothing was left. The hole closed because of 
his death, and the room returned to silence. 


Verlaine was floating in the air. It wasn’t that he jumped or that he was flying like a 
bird. He had completely erased his gravity. Strange, black patterns that looked like 
runes appeared, wriggling on his skin as if they were alive. A space burst open with a 
grinding noise, and the sound of it closing could be heard intermittently. Black 
particles much like powdery snow fluttered around him. 


Verlaine, floating in the empty sky, let out a loud laugh. His voice was already far from 
human. It was like thunder, like a shriek, and tore apart the large trees. 


It was that of a beast, of a demon. 


Verlaine raised his demonic right hand. On top of it, a black sphere started to form. It 
floated, growing while it sucked in the atmosphere. 
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Dazai had a rigid look on his face as he watched the grotesque darkness appear in the 
distant forest. 


“What is that?” Next to him, Hirotsu’s voice faltered. 
“The ‘gate’ has opened...” Dazai’s voice was hoarse, like he couldn’t breathe properly. 
Immediately after he said that, something black was shot out from where Verlaine was. 
“Get down!” Dazai shouted. 
It flew towards them like a cannonball and landed on the back of a train car, about four 
cabins away from where Dazai was. The cabin that was hit shook like an earthquake. 
Dazai and Hirotsu clung to the train car, enduring it. 
When the shaking settled down a bit, they saw that the cabin that was hit had changed 
into a completely different shape. Half of the car’s body disappeared and what was left 
was awlully distorted, like it was a crumpled up sheet of paper. The destroyed 
cross-sections were cut violently and looked like a giant finger had torn it to pieces. 
The hills behind the train, along with the trees lined with earth and bedrock, were 
gouged out and completely disappeared. The sheer scale of destruction was outside 
that of what a normal ability user could do. 
“Just now... What exactly...2” Hirotsu coughed. 
“It’s the same.” Dazai said, his face stiffening. “When he escaped from the lab, he dug 
from the basement to the surface all in one swoop. And two days ago, Chuuya 
destroyed an entire block. Both of those times he said he opened a gate. This is a result 
of what’s behind the gate. Get a good look, Hirotsu-san... It’s unbelievable.” 
Beyond Dazai’s gaze, another black sphere was quickly growing. 
Awind foretelling destruction blew through the forest. 
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“No way... What the hell is that...?!” 
The gloomy young man who controlled the clock floating in the sky could do nothing 


but grit his teeth in fear at the sign of destruction appearing before him. At the beast 
controlling those black spheres. 
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Just a moment ago, a black sphere was thrown to the ground. From that alone, three 
snipers and the light beam ability user died. But they didn’t just die, for the moment 
the black sphere approached them, their bodies were torn apart like clay. They 
shrieked as the flood of blood, flesh, and bones were sucked into the black sphere. 
There wasn’t a single bit of flesh left behind. 


Up in the sky was Verlaine, his wide open eyes devoid of any humanity as he glared 
down at the ground like a god. His eyes didn’t have the light of consciousness in them. 
Neither tactics nor any kind of calculation dwelled within them. He simply reacted to 
his environment, taking down anything that resembled an enemy. That was all his 
existence was. 


He created more black spheres about the size of a person in both of his hands. A faint 
red halo surrounded them. 


The gloomy young man instantly understood. If he touched them he would die. If he 
even came close, he would die. 


“No way... Why, why is such a thing...!” 


He turned a complete 180 to escape only to see a woman in front of him. She was the 
ability user with white hair and stole who froze things over. 


The woman absentmindedly looked up at the calamity floating in the sky. Her eyes held 
no sense of danger, and she was neither frightened nor hostile. She simply did what 
she was ordered to do and felt what she was ordered to feel. 


The destructive black spheres rained down on the woman. 


She didn’t try to run away and only stared up at them like they were part of the 
beautiful scenery. 


“Karen!” 


His body moved without thinking. The young man’s thin arm pushed away the ice 
ability user named Karen. 


Immediately afterwards, the young man’s back was torn apart by gravity. His lower 
half was completely devoured in the blink of an eye. His eyes followed Karen as the 
black spheres sucked him in, turning him inside out. She ended up tumbling down a 
cliff as she was blown away, successfully escaping the black sphere’s line of fire. 
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Thank god. 


The young man smiled and within seconds, that smile was sucked up and disappeared 
with the rest of him. 


After that, nothing remained. 
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Reports poured in one after the other on Dazai’s radio. Squad number 3, destroyed. 
Squad number 5, all members dead. Squad number 8, communication lost. 


Dazai listened to them with his eyes closed. He listened closely as if music was flooding 
his ears, his face lacking any emotion. 


“Dazai-dono, please retreat.” Hirotsu prompted with his hand. 


“There’s no point. I can’t escape from it.” Dazai kept his eyes closed as he spoke with 
leisure. “The gravity wielder Verlaine is strong, but he’s not invincible. Gravity, his 
strongest power, is only felt by those he touches. It’s why we could keep our distance 
and overwhelm him with waves of attacks that don’t have any mass, like light rays, cold 
temperatures, sound, time, and whatnot. But as he is now, he’s different. The black 
spheres he attacks with go beyond the limits of gravity; he throws black holes that are 
compressed into a single space. They smash his opponents to pieces, no matter where 
they are, the minute it touches them. And, because gravitational waves travel through 
space itself, it’s impossible to guard against it regardless of the kind of shield you have 
or shelter you find. It’s the most powerful weapon in this world.” 


Dazai spoke like he was singing an old Noh chant and lifted both of his hands. He 
seemed to be using his entire body to bathe in even the slightest hint of destruction. 


“On top of that, Verlaine has now surrendered control of his body by discarding the 
formula that instructs his personality. He doesn’t have a shred of humanity left, so we 
can’t use things like threats, negotiations, or psychological warfare on him. Just like a 
godly beast. He is by far the strongest opponent the mafia has ever faced.” 


“There’s no way that such a thing...” Hirotsu held his breath as he looked out at the 
scenery. 


Hills were gouged out, trees were swallowed up, and the terrain was changed 
irreversibly for as far as the eye could see. The screams of mafiosos echoed around 
them. 
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“And— 


Dazai spoke with projection. It was like he came across a pause while reciting a poem 
of ruin. 


“Up until now, everything has gone according to plan. If this next attack succeeds, it’s 
our win.” 
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In the Yokohama skies, clouds were shining white behind the moonlight, covering the 
night sky like a lid. 


Beneath them were the sounds of explosions, plosive-like sounds, and the crumbling 
earth. There were the screams of the dead, or the screams of those about to die. 


A propeller plane was flying on the border between the brutal world on the ground and 
the tranquil world of the night sky. 


“Chuuya-sama! We’ll be above the battlefield shortly!” 


So as to not be drowned out by the sound of the engine, Adam shouted loudly. The two 
were riding in a small, single engine aircraft. It had a pair of fixed wings attached to 
the top of the fuselage, and while it wasn’t very fast, it had excellent maneuverability. It 
wasn’t equipped with any armament. Adam was sitting in the pilot's seat while Chuuya 
sat in the back, and his expression was rigid as he looked down at the scene below 
them. 


“Please take a look at the disaster below us... The sheer scale of destruction isn’t 
something a single ability user can produce!” Adam shouted while recording the scene 
beneath them. “More importantly, the rate at which the black holes disappear are 
incomparable to those created normally in nature! Are we really going to drop down 
onto that?!” 


Chuuya didn’t answer, he simply stared down at the ground with cool eyes. 


“My risk assessment module recommends that we withdraw!” Adam continued with a 
stiff voice. “It’s not enough for us to just avoid those black spheres. Don’t be fooled by 
the way it looks! Black holes have a black appearance because they absorb and trap all 
light—When that thing hits a person, they’re sucked in and crushed in the same way. 
Their bodies are torn to pieces before they die. Do you see the red ring flickering around 
them? That’s the event horizon. It’s a halo created from the gravitational lens when it 
condenses light rays, and the reason it looks red is because the gravitational field’s 
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Doppler effect causes a redshift. It's a sign of collision detection, so to speak. When you 
get close enough to touch that halo, your entire body is shred to pieces due to the tidal 
force, which is the difference in gravity between the near side of the black hole and the 
far side.” 


“You sure do love to talk.” Chuuya said as he looked at the ground. “I know danger 
when I see it. I’ve already been through this once.” 


Chuuya’s eyes reflected the light of the past. 


Two days earlier while in the streets, Verlaine had grabbed him and forced open the 
gate. When it opened, a building was crushed down to the size of a sand grain in an 
instant. It wasn’t a one time thing either, it happened continuously. The surface world 
became Hell. 


Just from what they could see, half of the surrounding forest was already gouged out 
into a wasteland. If this battle had taken place in the urban areas of Yokohama, the 
casualties would have reached thousands, perhaps even tens of thousands. 


Which was why Dazai chose the forest as a battlefield, away from civilization. 


“It pisses me off just talking about it. In the end, everything’s going exactly as Dazai set 
it up to be.” Chuuya practically spat the words out. “But I can’t back out now. I have a 
debt to repay, and I’m the only one who can handle his ability with minor injuries.” 


“Be careful.” Adam said with a nod. “Even with your ability, you can’t neutralize him if 
you get hit by those spheres of gravity. If possible, you should get close to him from 
above without him realizing—” Adam broke off as if the words were ripped from his 
mouth before shouting. “Watch out!” 


A sphere of gravity was already approaching them by the time he finished shouting. 
Adam turned the wheel to try and avoid it, but the powerful wind created by the 
intense force absorption robbed the propeller of its ability to pilot. A direct hit to their 
pathway. Impossible to avoid. 


Adam pulled as hard as he could on the seat’s escape apparatus. The modified escape 
mechanism shot Adam and Chuuya into the air. 


Immediately after that, a sphere of gravity destroyed the propeller, completely eating it 
up. 


Adam and Chuuya’s bodies danced in the air. Adam grabbed Chuuya’s wrist, and a 
safety parachute deployed with two explosive sounds. 
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“It’s no good! At this rate, we'll be shot at! Adam, cut the parachute!” 

“But...” 

“Do it!” 

Adam took the automatic pistol from his hip and fired four consecutive shots. The 
bullets accurately pierced through the cord of the parachute, and after a moment of 


delay, Adam and Chuuya began to fall freely. 


“Not bad.” Chuuya laughed with a grin. “We’ll crash into him like this! Adam, calculate 
the fall trajectory!” 


“Understood.” 

Adam turned to Chuuya’s back and took out a cord from the terminal on his hip that 
was typically used for wire communications with another terminal. He securely 
wrapped it around Chuuya’s shoulders and waist before putting it back on his hip. 
Adam and Chuuya fell through the night sky as two overlapping bullets. 
“Commencing the gliding descent phase.” 

Adam pressed both of his sides and two bumps appeared. From there, a silverish white 
film came out, creating triangular shaped wings stretching from his arms to his hips. 
The wings caught the night breeze, and their free fall turned into a diagonal descent. 
“These are gliding films made for chasing criminals who escape to the ground from a 
higher floor.” Adam said, staring intensely ahead. “I’ll control our trajectory. 
Chuuya-sama, please focus on neutralizing the enemy’s attacks!” 


“Of course.” 


The wind roared through Chuuya’s ears. Despite the high wind pressure, Chuuya’s 
eyes didn’t narrow in the slightest and he kept his gaze fixed on the target. 


Chuuya and Adam plunged towards the enemy like a tilted meteor. 


“Dazai, you son of a bitch... When I get back, I am definitely hanging you upside 
down...!” 
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Two hours earlier. 
Dazai was hanging upside down. 


His legs were tied together to the edge of a street lamp, so he was suspended upside 
down. 


“So, the only way to defeat the assassin king Verlaine is to have Chuuya jump out of a 
plane and get close to him from above.” 


Even though he was suspended in midair, Dazai’s usual tired and bored expression 
hadn’t changed in the least. 


“That so?” 


Chuuya sat in a chair and stared at the suspended Dazai with hostility. Adam looked 
between the two in bewilderment. 


“Um... How exactly did it come to this...?” 

They were at a mini airport located deep in the mountains, right beside the runway. 
The airport, far away from the heart of the city, was so quiet they could almost hear 
the twinkling of the evening stars. Two mechanics were inspecting a propeller in the 


distant hangar, though their voices didn’t reach them. 


Chuuya was holding a cord that was wrapped up around Dazai’s waist several times. 
Round and round, like the string around a spinning top. 


“This is actually to save time, Mr. Machine Investigator.” Dazai said with an indifferent 
smile. 


“To save... time?” 
“Yup, because the once in a lifetime ambush operation is about to begin.” 


Adam looked between Dazai and Chuuya again. “The words of humans are so 
confusing. I don’t have any interpretable situations similar to this in my database.” 


“I told you not to worry about it. Even this human is confused.” Shirase, who stood a 
little ways away from Chuuya, had his arms crossed over his chest. His eyes were those 
of a person who had given up. 
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Chuuya silently pulled on the string. He pulled and pulled, then stood up while taking a 
few steps back. Dazai, being pulled by the string, began to turn round and round. He 
explained the situation while he was rotating. 


“We'll use a body double of Mori-san to lure Verlaine out. From there, we'll engage in a 
battle of arms, hitting him with everything we've got. If we successfully corner him, 
he'll open up the gate as his trump card. Then, Chuuya will approach him by plane.” 


Dazai said all that while he was slowly turning. His voice would sound far away as he 
faced the other way, then sound closer as he turned back around. Once the cord was 
pulled back as far as it could go and Dazai was leaning towards him, Chuuya let go. 


“Verlaine will—” And he spun. “—probably try to—” And he spun. “—attack us—” And 
he spun. “—but that’s all—” And he spun. “—part of the plan. If we—” And he spun. 
“can neutralize the enemy’s—” And he spun. “—attacks and get—” And he spun. “—to 
a point where—” And he spun. “—we can touch him—” He finally came to a stop. 
“—then it’s our win. Blrgh...” And he threw up. 


Adam looked at the vomiting Dazai helplessly. “I just don’t get what’s going on.” 


Chuuya walked back over to Dazai and started wrapping the cord around his torso 
once again. “I’m getting revenge on him at the same time as he’s explaining our 
strategy.” 


“Abh...” 


“It’s my right to get revenge. He gave N’s information to Verlaine to earn us some time 
knowing | would be tortured. Not to mention, as a result of that information, 
Detective-san was killed. There’s no way I'd let him go without payback.” Chuuya said 
while glaring at Dazai. “I could think of 190 ways of exacting my revenge, and out of all 
of them, this one is the 2nd kindest. If I do any more than this, he won’t be fit enough 
to act as the commander in our upcoming operation. It’s taking everything I have to 
compromise.” 


“Sigh...” Adam moved his head ever so slightly. He was deliberating over moving his 
head vertically or tilting his head to the side. “Even after hearing that, I still don’t 


understand a thing.” 


“Don’t worry, Adam-chan! I, too, have no idea what’s going on.” Shirase put his hand 
on Adam’s shoulder in encouragement. 


“Adam-chan...?” 
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“Let me continue explaining.” Dazai’s expression hadn’t changed at all. “When the gate 
fully opens, Verlaine surrenders his consciousness to the monster of singularity. It’s 
just like he’s asleep while in this state. He'll also automatically fight back against 
anything that seems hostile. Key word: automatically. He won’t react to non-hostile 
contact since he doesn’t have the ability to judge it. So, we’ll continue feigning attacks 
with a decoy unit while Chuuya approaches him unarmed.” 


Dazai broke off there and wore a smile on his face foreboding a melancholic 
destruction. 


“Slowly, elegantly, we’ll make him swallow the poison with love—like giving candy to a 
baby.” 
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Chuuya tore through the night skies like a flash of lightning. The wind howled in his 
ears like a thousand wolves, but he didn’t flinch. His body was like a shot arrow as he 
plunged right at Verlaine. 


Verlaine turned towards Chuuya. His eyes were a murky white, projecting a pure, clear 
emotion at him. 


Hatred. 

An overwhelming hatred that rained down on all living things equally. That surge of 
emotion was enough to make a normal person faint, but Chuuya’s expression didn’t 
change whatsoever. 

Verlaine created a black sphere and launched it at Chuuya. 

“Enemy fire approaching! Calculating air resistance and change in trajectory due to 
gravity—Rapid descent for avoidance!” Adam shouted, changing his position. He folded 


his wings and dove through the sky like a seabird crashing into the ocean. 


A cannonball of gravity flew overhead, and that alone was enough for their two bodies 
to fly up a little. 


Chuuya brought his gaze back to Verlaine. As things were, they were set to crash into 
him in a dozen seconds or so. 


Dazai’s strategy was quite thorough. 
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Verlaine’s weakness was poison, just like Chuuya. But of course, Verlaine had to be 
aware of his weaknesses. He wouldn’t be so careless as to take poison prepared in 
advance, and any type of administration of poison (like injections or bullets) would be 
repelled with his gravity. That’s why Dazai deliberately made him open the gate, which 
robbed him of his will and judgement. 


Dazai said that he wouldn’t attack if they counteracted with something much more 
powerful. They couldn’t be hostile, for he would fight back with hatred a hundredfold. 
They would approach him without hostility, tap his shoulder like they were old pals, 
then slip the poison in his mouth. 


Adam was in charge of administering the poison. It would be a small dose of the venom 
wrapped in a clear capsule, less than the amount of saliva in his mouth. But the minute 
it enters his body, he’ll lose consciousness within five seconds and won't wake up. 


“Here comes the second wave!” 
Chuuya’s focus was brought back to the enemy with Adam’s shout. 
“It’s fast, and compared to before, the Schwarzchild” radius is much bigger!” 


He was right. Verlaine created a gigantic black sphere, big enough to swallow an entire 
car whole, in his right hand while floating in midair. He threw that cannonball of a 
sphere. 


Adam still had yet to recover his position from the last time they dived. The black 
sphere drew closer to them in a matter of seconds. 


“I can’t dodge...!” 
Chuuya opened his eyes wide. 
“Uuuuuuwaaaaaah!!” 


Chuuya shouted as he completely unleashed his ability. He grabbed Adam and released 
both of their body’s gravity to counteract the gravitational pull of the blackhole. His 
blood vessels bubbled throughout his body, and his bones and muscles made creaking 
noises. It was an aberrant area only found near astronomical objects, not something 
found on Earth. A world outside of reason that humans could never reach alive. 


"From the dictionary: a black hole of a kind supposed to result from the complete gravitational collapse of an 
electrically neutral and nonrotating body, having a physical singularity at the center to which infalling matter inevitably 
proceeds and at which the curvature of space-time is infinite. A Schwarzschild radius is the radius of the boundary of 
a hole of this type. 
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Even their voices were sucked in as the scenery distorted. Time slows down near 
regions of high gravity, so the surrounding area seemed to move quicker than normal. 
Though even that was distorted by gravity, and he couldn’t see clearly. He wondered 
how long he had endured it for. 


Chuuya came out of the gravitational field, holding his breath as if he were going 
through a giant bubble. His clothes were shredded, and the torn blood vessels in his 
body hurt like hell, but he was alive. No problem. 


“Amazing...!” Adam shouted in awe. “Chuuya-sama, you are probably the first person 
in the world to go through a gravitational field like that and survive!” 


“What an honor.” Chuuya’s voice was still stiff. “But it’s a bit too early for praise. Look 
at him.” 


Chuuya brought his attention in front of him. Adam was speechless. 


There were numerous black spheres forming around both of Verlaine’s hands. There 
were probably around 20, and all of them were about the size of the one before. It was 
a group of otherworldly powers from the abyss of the cosmos, a bunch of black, round 
demons that defied the laws of physics themselves. 


They definitely couldn’t take all of those. No matter what kind of measures they took 
for avoidance, even if Chuuya increased his gravitational output by ten, there was no 
way they could come out of those spheres of gravity unscathed. He would be lucky to 
even get one bone through. 

The two prepared for their deaths. 

But—the spheres didn’t fly towards them. He threw them elsewhere. 

Snipers, grenade launchers, and ammo fired from ability users flew at him from the 
ground. In response to the sudden hostility, the black spheres rained down on the 
ground, mowing down the mafiosos. The terrain changed as the various mafioso 
turned to corpses before being sucked in. 


It was an attack to divert the enemy’s attention from Chuuya. 


The fighters were pulling off reckless attacks, all for the sake of directing his attacks 
away from Chuuya. 


“Those idiots...” Chuuya groaned. 
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The Flags weren't anything special since they were in the mafia. There was only one 
way to prevent the boss’s assassination, and that was to give Verlaine the poison 
Chuuya had. So, they would give their lives—and open up that one second gap. 


That’s how mafiosos were. They were cruel, yet noble. Friends that had each other’s 
backs. 


“I’m gonna go at him like this!” Chuuya shouted, folding Adam’s wings. His gravity 
accelerated them further, turning them into a bullet as they closed in on the enemy. 


Verlaine automatically dodged, anticipating the collision. However, right before they 
passed each other, Adam shot out a wire from his elbow that wrapped around 


Verlaine’s neck. It was the same wire he had used to restrain Chuuya on that day in the 
billiards bar. 


Verlaine let out a little yelp. 
The three became one lump as they fell through the sky. Since Verlaine was only a 
monster, he put up an automatic guard. It was one of the largest black spheres he had 


created, and his body was in the center. 


Adam’s wire was drawn into the sphere by an absurd amount of force. He and Chuuya 
suddenly stopped their descent. 


“We’re gonna get sucked in, cut the wire!” Chuuya shouted. 


“No, if I cut this wire, itll be impossible for us to get close to him again!” Adam shouted 
back. “Don’t worry, this is a part of my calculations!” 


As he said that, Adam cut off the wire that bound Chuuya to him. Then, he pushed him 
away. 


“Wha—...” Chuuya looked up at Adam in shock. 


Adam smiled at him as he was sucked into the black sphere. Chuuya hit the ground 
before the other two. 


He erased his gravity to hastily brake as he landed on the ground while enduring the 
sudden acceleration that had dyed his vision red. 


He quickly looked up at the sky. Inside of the ball of gravity, Adam and Verlaine were 
entangled as one and were about to fall. The thunderous noise blew the trees away. 
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When the dust cleared, there was a crater that looked like it was left by a meteorite 
with a figure rolling in the center of it. 


Verlaine was crouched in the middle. His body didn’t have any wounds, and his eyes 
were slightly closed as if he were sleeping while he sat on his knees. Glowing patterns 
like an ancient script swam around on his skin. 


Near him—Adam was in ruins. Everything below his chest, along with his left arm, had 
completely disappeared and his internal movements were showing. His artificial 
muscles and nerve conduction cable hung out of him and a white functioning fluid was 
leaking out. 


Only the top of Adam’s head moved to look at Chuuya. His eyes were strong, as he tried 
to urge Chuuya to do something. 


He gave a little nod. Do it, he seemed to say. 
With that, Chuuya’s stomach hardened with determination. 


He quietly walked on the hollowed out earth. Not with hostility or malice, but like he 
was taking a stroll with slow, sure steps so as to not make Verlaine perceive him as a 
hostile individual. 


Chuuya’s eyes reflected the figure of the man he called his “brother”. He didn’t need to 
suppress any hostility because strangely enough, Chuuya didn’t harbor any animosity 
in his chest when he saw him. Right now, Verlaine wasn’t human. He wasn’t even a 
string of equations. He was just the fruit of power, an automatic machine that fought 
hatred with hatred. 


The same thing is sleeping inside of me. After all, if I just peeled away my substitute, 
Verlaine and I would be the same. I know now why Verlaine came before me and asked 
to go on a journey with me. 


But—it’s already over. 


Chuuya stood next to his older brother. He kept the feelings inside of his chest 
surprisingly calm and quiet. Verlaine had yet to respond. He took out the capsule from 
his chest pocket. The capsule was disk shaped and only about the size of a fingertip. 
Once he put it in his mouth, it would dissolve quickly. Then, it’s lights out, and 
everything will be over. 


There was only one way to settle this. 
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There was a tiny gap in his brother’s lips. He didn’t think of it like the mouth of a hated 
enemy, he didn’t even think of him as a living being. He slipped the capsule into his 
mouth, like dropping a letter into a mailbox, like fitting a piece into a puzzle, like giving 
a stamp of goodbye to memories shared with someone close. 


The capsule slipped off his finger. 
He felt a sharp pain. 


It wasn’t a pain from his heart, rather, it was a physical pain. His fingertips were 
bleeding. 


“Sigh... You never fail to surprise me, Chuuya.” 
Verlaine was laughing. 
Chuuya’s blood was on the side of his lips. 


Immediately after that, Chuuya was blown away. It wasn’t because of the spheres of 
gravity that pulled him in, but because of his usual ability to change the gravity of 
those he touches. Chuuya tumbled backwards without being able to take a defensive 
stance, crashing into the trunk of a tree. 


“Ack...!” 


“The day we first met... I left instructions inside of you when I opened your gate.” 
Verlaine spat out the capsule while he spoke. It fell among the weeds and disappeared. 
“Touching it again is an instruction to close my gate, which is why my gate closed 
automatically. In my beast form my consciousness disappears, so this was the only way 
I could bring myself back.” 


“Beast...?” 


“The state I was just in, when I’m not in control of my personality and the beast of 
singularity temporarily comes out. It was what Rimbaud called it when I said the verse 
that released the seal on my personality.” Verlaine slowly stood up and looked at 
Chuuya. “He was the one who came up with the way to bring me back from my 
singularity when I couldn’t do it myself. He was always thinking of ways to help me.” 


“That same Rimbaud you betrayed...” Chuuya said as he staggered, placing his hands 
on his knees. “Right?” 
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Verlaine didn’t say anything immediately, only widened his eyes as he looked at 


Chuuya. He didn’t blink once, only stared with a dryness in his eyes. He finally opened 
his mouth. 

“This is to save you.” 

“T get it.” Chuuya quietly looked towards him. “I did everything I could. It’s your win. 
There’s not a single person in the mafia who can beat you. Whether to Europe or the 
end of the world, I'll go with you.” 

Verlaine narrowed his eyes. “You think you can trick me by lying?” 

“I don’t have Dazai’s wickedness, and I don’t think I’m charismatic enough to trick 
you.” Chuuya laughed with self-deprecation. “I gave it some thought. I wanted to try 
hating the whole world, too, someday. Maybe. To do that, I thought it was best to stay 


close and observe you.” 


Verlaine gave him a long stare as if all of life’s answers were written all over his face, 
and said, “So... You’re saying that right now, you don’t hate the world?” 


“I have people I hate, but it’s not everybody. I...” Chuuya looked far off in the distance. 
A star twinkled before his eyes. “I know I’m not living all alone. You used to be like that, 
too, right?” 

Verlaine didn’t answer, but that lack of response was a reply in itself. 

“Then it’s settled. Let’s get out of here. The mafia’s on their way. They’re persistent, 
and it’s not like some simple headstrong attack will work on you. If it does, then it’s not 
an attack of strength.” 


Chuuya pointed behind Verlaine with his chin. 


“It's a surprise attack. Something you can’t predict or imagine no matter what, kind of 
like attacking with a joke. —Or something like that.” 


Immediately after that, someone tapped on Verlaine’s shoulder. 
Verlaine quickly turned around. 


A pointer finger hit against Verlaine’s cheek as he turned around. 
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“Ah—” 


“Would you like to hear an android joke?” 

A thin injection needle was installed on the tip of the pointer finger. 

Using only the upper half of his body, Adam had put his hand on Verlaine’s shoulder. 
The medicine from the needle on his finger entered Verlaine’s skin, instantly entering 
his blood stream and caused a hypotensive nerve reflex. 

Verlaine swayed heavily to one side before lurching towards the other side and falling 
over, losing consciousness. Adam, with only his right arm, shrugged his upper body off 


his shoulder and smiled mischievously. 


“The assassin king was defeated by the poke from a childish prank. That’s the android 
joke.” 


254 


255 
Excerpt from Rimbaud’s notes: 


—--—- day of the ---—-- year 
Log of 8 DGSS agent frorn the tactics team of the Counter Terrorists Unit 
Crear weather, right before dawn, new moon 


iW Rave a slighty longer entry since it's the day before | infitrate the military base of an 
enemy nation. 


This mission wont have any backup, logistical support, or intemal colaborators. Our target is 
& new model of gifted weaponry, Pithough it's said to be in the shape of a boy it’s a hidden 
calamity that has enough power to destroy the world, It's a dangerous mission, and | very 
welll rnight not come back alive. 


‘But € there's anyone out there who can successfully steal a gobal disaster from an enemy 
nation, it's me and my partner veriaine. 


\ve been thinking for & while now on what | could do for my reliable partner, veriaine. The 
answer only came to me yesterday, 


well celebrate his birthday. 


of course, he technically doesnt have a birthday, But \ considered it to be yesterday for on 
that day four years ago, he kiled Faunus and attained his freedom. 


\ ordered a small pudding ftom & pdtissier in Paris and went to veriaine's hideout with wine 
undemeath my arm. Verdine was more suspicious than surprised, so | explained it to him, 
Celebrating your birthday gives off one simple message, “Your birth is worth celebrating. No 
matter what anybody Says, there is value in you being born. 


And there is something absolutely vital you have on birthdays. A birthday without this is like 
the night sky without & moon. 


A birthday present. 


\ gave him a black bowler hat that had a visor on it. It wasn't particulary expensive, and it 
wasnt made by 8 well Known craftsman. But the sweatband that wrapped around the inside 
of the hat was made from a very special material. 


40% platinum, 40% titanium, and 80% interwoven rainbow colored metals, main geld, made 
from the ability of Faunus. | remodeled a nearly compte item he had at his research 
facility into the shape of a hat. 
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when he euts the hat on, the cloth acts as a coil and prevents any intercegtion of his 
consciousness by instruction from the outside. on the contrary itl be possible to heed to 
instructions from the inside, AKA he can obey his own wil. with this hat, verlaine can be one 
step closer to a free willed human. 


His reaction was a litte strange. He wasn't overjoyed or surerised; his quiet e 
seemed to Say a) guess | can take it’. He didn't say a word about it. The two of us drank 


the wine, said our geodnights, and went our separate Ways 


Even a day later, Irn stil not sure i€ that was the right thing to do. veriaine's eyes were os 
frozen as the land beyond the North Pole. 


But Wi get my answer soon enough. 
Tomorrow, when we're in an enemy nation. 
iF it’s for my pariner, WW gedty conquer any hell we come across. 


For 8s long as there's a ged in the sky and a bond in our hearts, the future wil reach its 
hands out to us. 


(This is the final sentence in his notes. Nothing more is written after that.) 
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The battle may have been over, but the remnants of the gravity waves left a lot of 
commotion in the forest. 


Verlaine was defeated on Ground Zero, where trees were mowed down because of the 
radiation waves. The residual gravity waves were sucking in the wind, sound, and 
fallen leaves, creating a small vortex. Although, it wasn’t due to Verlaine himself 
gaining consciousness. 


Adam propped himself up using his one hand and peered over at Verlaine’s sleeping 
form. 


“Stable heartbeat and low respiration.” He said. “He’s sleeping without any problems. 
The current level of gravity doesn’t pose a threat to the human body.” 


Adam leaned over and gazed steadily at Verlaine’s sleeping face. The sleeping face of 
this world disaster, the man whom they call the King of Assassins, was too quiet and 
unthreatening. 
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“Hey, shall we scribble a bit on his face?” said Adam. 


“Nah, Ill pass.” Chuuya said while lowering himself to sit on the ground. 


“Actually, this finger can turn into a pen.” Adam then took off the exterior covering on 
the tip of his middle finger. 


“I'll pass, I said.” But even as he said that, a little laugh escaped Chuuya’s lips. 


Adam returned his finger back to the way it was. “Seeing him sleep peacefully like this, 
you’d almost think he was human.” 


“He’s a normal human being whether he’s asleep or awake.” Chuuya said indifferently. 
“His ability is strong, that’s all. Being angry and troubled... He doesn't seem satisfied 
with just that.” 

While listening to him talk, Adam stared intently at Chuuya. Then, he smiled and said, 
“You're right. At any rate, you appear to have finally reached a much needed 
conclusion.” 

“Huh? What do you mean by that?” 

The moment Chuuya fixed his glare at Adam, a walkie-talkie sounded. 

“Hello hello, good friends of mine. I’ve heard the reports.” tt was Dazai’s voice. “So you 
defeated Verlaine? I’m thoroughly impressed! Even though I was in a, ‘Well, even if I’m 
crushed flat in the sky, at least I'll be like Chuuya’ kind of mood when I came up with it.” 


“You know what, you bastard...” 


The voice on the walkie-talkie cut him off before he could lash out. “But that’s not why 
I’m contacting you. Have you seen N?” 


“Huh? N?” Chuuya furrowed his eyebrows. “Wasn’t he kidnapped by Verlaine?” 


“Exactly, so I sent for a rescue team. We need his knowledge, especially so he could take a 
look inside of you, Chuuya.” 


Chuuya was silent for a while before grabbing the walkie-talkie. “So that’s how it is. He 
was your objective from the very beginning?” 


“Have you finally realized?” Dazai seemed to laugh cheerfully. “No matter how many 
times I save Mori-san’s life, my loyalty just doesn’t run deep enough to face off against such 
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a frightening man. By implementing the formula N knows, or maybe his knowledge in 
general, the plan to make Chuuya my faithful maid—” 


“Abh, shove it! So? What’s your point, asking if we’ve seen N?” 
“The car bringing N over from the construction site disappeared. I’ve lost contact with N:” 
“What?” 
Dazai’s voice answering Chuuya’s question was ominously sucked into the night. 
“Something may have happened.” 

>> +> >> oO «HK «HK «HK 
The mafia’s black car was totaled into a utility pole. 
N rolled out of the backseat from the unmoving car. His whole body was hit hard and 
sticky blood gathered in his mouth. He put his hands and feet on the road near the car 
and took a painful breath. 
N had collided head on with a utility pole on the shoulder of the road, and the front of 
the car was now crushed. Smoke arose from somewhere in the car. He was near the 
forest where the battle with Verlaine was taking place, quiet and without a sign of life. 
All he could see was the endless black trees. 


“There’s no way... I can die yet...!” 


As he said that, N spat sticky blood onto the ground and somehow managed to stand 
up. He then began to walk, almost like he was running away. 


“Not until... I tell you...” 
N took out a worn down flare gun from the breast pocket of his lab coat. It’s color was a 
dull red, and by all means looked like a normal pistol. But it’s muzzle was large, 


capable enough of shooting a 12 gauge flare. 


Next, N took off his silver, plain wristwatch. With a finger slimy with sweat and blood, 
he took off the outer glass and grabbed one of the cogs from inside. 


The wristwatch was ordinary, but the cogs inside were peculiar. 
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The inner metals emitted a mysterious glow. It was made of a platinum and gold alloy, 
but also a rainbow colored metal that no one had ever laid eyes on before. When the 
moonlight touched it, a string of equations floated across the surface of the gear before 
disappearing. 


N walked, dragging his legs, to the top of a hill where he could get a good look of the 
battlefield with Verlaine. Trees were blown away here and there, and he could see 
where the earth was gouged out to become craters. 


“As I thought... Verlaine changed into his beast form...” N said with a wheeze, a deep 
smile forming on the edge of those lips. “In that case, I can finally reach you with this 
weak hand of mine.” 


N took the strange metal out of his wristwatch and put it in the muzzle of the flare gun. 
His eyes were calm and devoid of any emotion, seeming to handle the plan of action 
that had already been decided. 


He loaded the gun and shot it into the sky. 


In the car behind N, smoke continued to rise. Fuel was leaking from the body of the 
car. Inside were two figures, though they showed no signs of movement. The two 
inside were mafiosos, and they were both dead. 


The mafioso in the driver's seat lay dead face first on the steering wheel, looking like 
he was sleeping. The skin and clothes from his neck to his waist was slowly melting, 
revealing the bones of his spine. White smoke, along with a horrible smell, was still 
rising from the car. 


The man in the passenger seat was in a similar situation. The skin from his right 
shoulder to his arm melted away, and he died when his spine broke after smashing 
into the utility pole. The seatbelt was torn to shreds from a liquid acid that hit it from 
behind. 


An empty liquid vial was lying on the floor of the backseat. It was obvious what had 
killed them. While they were driving, the man in the backseat threw some acidic liquid 
from behind. The two were unprepared. They couldn’t react or fight back as their 
bodies were hit with acid, then they went off the road and crashed into the utility pole. 


The two mafioso were on their way to Dazai after helping the kidnapped N who was 
left to die on the top of the crane tower. 
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With the sleeping Verlaine and the half destroyed Adam being carried on his back, 
Chuuya started to walk. The two’s weight and size were more than twice that of 
Chuuya, but he didn’t look to be struggling since he lightened them up with his gravity. 
“But man, that sure was difficult.” Adam said, closing his eyes while he was being 
carried. “Mission completed successfully. The British government, no, governments 
across the entire world will give their thanks to me.” 


“Will they now? Well, 7 want you to thank me for carrying you on my back.” Chuuya 
said with a sulky look on his face. 


“Surely I’m going to get a promotion. My dream of establishing a machines-only 
detective agency will be realized a lot sooner than I thought.” 


“Wow! That’s quite an accomplishment.” 

“It'll be a futuristic world where the perfect, robotic investigators protect the imperfect 
humans. Someday we’ll deem human investigators as unnecessary and liberate them 
from all jobs—wait, from all jobs except entertainment, and we’ll control the humans 
who have no sense of independence... hehehe.” 

“Knock it off, it’s seriously creepy when you laugh like that.” 

Chuuya was looking at Adam with a stiff face when that happened. 

In the skies off to the east, a flare gun was fired. 


“What was that?” 


A bright, golden flare cut sharply across the night skies with a line of smoke trailing 
behind it. Just like a shooting star flying the wrong way. 


The light illuminated the surface of the trees, drawing a scar-like shine on the ground 
that cast a long, long shadow underneath Chuuya’s feet. 


“.Did the assault squad accidentally fire it off, or what?” 


While he was saying that, a sun suddenly appeared in the night sky, causing Chuuya to 
narrow his eyes. 
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Dazai unblinkingly stared at the light. 
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His eyes moved quickly as he searched for the source of the light. Then the angle, and 
what the current time was. 


The state of battle, the type of flare used, who could have shot it, the reason, a motive. 
In just under a second, his eyes flashed with a light of understanding. 


“.. That isn’t good.” What fell from Dazai’s lips was more of a shuddering breath than 
his voice. “Evacuate all personne... No, there isn’t enough time.” 


His eyes shook with desperation. 
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Several strange, rainbow colored pieces of metal rained incessantly down from the 
flare. 


Chuuya looked up at it. The rainbow colored shards, thinner than even a single 
snowflake, glistened like a faraway star. Each piece flickered beautifully, as if they 
resounded with an inaudible tune. 

Then, Chuuya realized. They were certainly dancing to music, though rather than 
actual music, they danced to the sound pressure. A simple, pure sign of music before it 
became the melody. 

Soon after that, something strange happened. 

Behind him, Verlaine suddenly screamed. 

The scream wasn’t something that could be put into words, and it sent chills all 
throughout Chuuya’s body. He couldn’t let Verlaine wake up, they were unprepared. 
What if he attacked them? He was in the worst possible position to fight. There was no 
way he’d be able to dodge the next attack. 

Chuuya quickly leaned backwards, sliding Verlaine off his back. Then, he noticed. 
Verlaine wasn’t just letting out a scream. 

He was suffering. 

Verlaine’s eyes were bloodshot and veins appeared on his face like a net as he 


scratched at his chest. They could practically hear his muscles tearing while he 
writhed in agony and threw his head against the ground. 
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“Adam! What’s with him?!” 
“This isn’t due to the poison I gave him!” He shouted with a rigid voice. 
That’s when Chuuya realized. 


The pieces of metal raining down from the sky were being pulled in by the remnants of 
Verlaine’s gravity. That was probably why it had such a strong effect on him. 


This was an attack by someone. The scraps of metal were making Verlaine suffer. 
Who fired off the flare gun? 

ger Li 

Verlaine said something in an agonized moan. Chuuya turned towards him. 


“He’s... done it...” Verlaine’s voice contained traces of bitter regret. “That lying... 
researcher... He already knew... the Secret of the Gentle Forest...” 


Something strange began to happen as waves pulsated the air around Verlaine. 


“Fluctuations in the gravitational field are swallowing ambient light; observing changes 
in frequency because of the Doppler Effect!” Adam’s voice sounded like a shrill 
warning siren. “Something’s coming!” 


The earth surrounding Verlaine caved in, as if a gigantic, invisible fist punched the 
ground. One after another, cavities formed the ground in the shape of a bowl and the 
trees seemed to shake with fear. 


“We have to get out of here as soon as possible, Chuuya-sama. These wavelength 
patterns are the same as nine years ago.” 


“Nine years ago?” Chuuya’s expression changed. “Hey, Verlaine, answer me! What’s 
happening?!” 


Verlaine was drowning in the vibrations of the gravity waves he created. The space 
distorted, to the point where his figure could hardly be seen, and an extraordinary 
expansion of the waves’ phase stretched over several hundred meters. The difference 
in potential energy in the midst of the phase sent sparks of blue light out one after 
another, like an internal thunderstorm. 
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In the epicenter, Verlaine’s voice was thin and weak, as if he was in a different 
dimension. 


“The world... is done for...” He reached out a trembling hand like an old man on his 
deathbed. “Run, Chuuya.” 


Verlaine’s hand touched Chuuya’s chest. He applied gravity outwardly, causing Chuuya 
to be sent flying. 


“Wha— ” 


Chuuya caught a glimpse of it while he was tumbling away—at Verlaine’s smile that 
seemed almost sad. 


But his consciousness was swallowed up by the powerful, rapidly expanding wave that 
caught up to him. 


aioe Sas sa CO kc a an 
The sky split in two. 
Black lightning crashed down. 
The atmosphere swelled. 


Mafioso who were in the middle of withdrawing heard it. The lovely voice of a singing 
angel. 


From atop the train, Dazai heard it. The howling laughter of a demon. 


The same disaster happened nine years ago. The earth boiled, houses evaporated, and 
the heavens burned while the earth screamed. 


It was the all encompassing, stormy Habaki”, coming all the way from the other side of 
the world. 


However—what was in front of them now, burning the forest away, wasn’t Arahabaki. It 
was even bigger, even darker, and more sinister. It’s massive body hid the moon, the 
slightest movement would create vacuum waves, and a single step would split the 
ground in two. 


12 Habaki (to the best of my knowledge) was the name for Arahabaki before they added the prefix “to appear (ara)”. Arahabaki itself 
is a bit of a mysterious deity, so there’s not much information on what Habaki is either. | can’t speak for Asagiri, but | took this as 
Verlaine is Chuuya’s “older brother” so he’s compared to the older, less refined version of Arahabaki. 
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Dazai looked up at the figure. 


“This is a singularity? Could such a power truly be born from abilities?” Dazai’s voice 
was practically ecstatic. “It’s almost like the world is ending.” 


The edges of his lips formed a subconscious smile. 
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In the first ten seconds, all trees within a one-kilometer radius toppled over. The next 
ten seconds, the earth within the same radius was crushed and blown into the air. In 
the ten seconds after that, the gouged out earth boiled until it became lava and started 
to burn the surrounding trees. 


N, on top of the hill, howled with laughter while looking out over the scenery. 


“Hahahaha!! This is the Secret of the Gentle Forest, Verlaine-kun! This is how to return 
to your true form, to the one Rimbaud erased in order to protect you!” Looking up at N 
was a grotesque silhouette of a gigantic, black beast for whom Verlaine had become. 
“Even the god Arahabaki is nothing more than a carbon copy of you! The very first 
living singularity, a savage beast who came from the origins of this world. The name 
your creator gave you is the negative of a fierce god; the original demon—Guivre, the 
devilish beast!” 


The beast raised its head. Its body and tail were flames, and its highly dense body was 
jet black, almost as if it were absorbing the night sky. It had eight red eyes and rusted 
silver for rows of teeth. The outline of its silhouette was unstable because of the high 
energy, and the atmosphere mixed with oscillation. The figure, as tall as a skyscraper, 
had a reptilian mouth and appearance. 


However, it was nothing like the living beings on Earth. The closest thing to it were the 
monsters found in fairy tales, the demons who ruled over chaos, and the wicked 


dragon. That thing was too ominous to be called a god. 


The earth boiled beneath its feet, and the mafioso who were late to escape let out 
screams before dying shortly after. 


It was a breathing calamity, a creature that existed not on the scale that humans do, 
but on the scale of the universe. 


It’s roar of ruin filled the atmosphere. 
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My main operating core made an emergency reboot three times before I somehow 
managed to regain consciousness. But I have no idea where I am at. I don’t even know 
what kind of position I’m in. My surroundings were a whirling torrent of darkness 
rushing at high speeds, and my gauges for gravity abnormality were in mayhem. I 
couldn’t get a scan on my surroundings whatsoever. I concluded that right now, I was 
probably inside Verlaine’s body. There was no explanation for the interference in 
communications to the outside world, otherwise. Even the transmission waves were 
entrapped within the strong gravity. 


My time measuring tools were reading at abnormal rates. According to the theory of 
relativity, time was flowing much faster in here than it was out there. 


This place was extremely dangerous. 

“Chuuya-sama! Where are you?!” I shouted with the maximum amount of sound 
pressure I could produce, but my voice didn’t even reach my own hearing devices. It 
truly was as if I were in space. Only occasionally did light pass in front of me like a 


sandstorm. 


Just then, a warning siren went off in my core system and a brief report showed up in 
my feed. 


Confirming the occurrence of emergency status number 812. 
Decompression of emergency protocol B approved. Overriding 
mission objective, and unlocking functions B1 and B2. 
Then, I remembered everything. 


This situation. The expected injuries from here on out. My reason for being dispatched. 


This was inside Verlaine’s body, after all. The singularity residing within him was 
released and the closest ones, Chuuya-sama and I, were entangled in it. 


Chuuya-sama was in danger. 


“Suspend emergency protocol for the time being. I will search for our highest ranking 
commander, Chuuya-sama.” 


I began to move forward, using jet propulsion to keep myself balanced. 


“I’m coming to save you, Chuuya-sama!” 
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In the darkness of the cosmic storm, so dark I couldn’t see the outline of my fingertips, 
I continued forward. 
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While Dazai was staring at the sight, the mafia continued it’s desperate attacks. 


The heat rays, flames, and flashes of light that covered the beast were all attacks from 
ability users who had been on standby in the rear guard. Along with that, mortars, 
anti-tank cannons, grenade launchers, and several attacks from mafioso’s firearms 
flew through the sky and wrapped the beast in flames. 


However, all of their attacks were obstructed by the bubbly black holes surrounding 
the beast. Physical bullets were swallowed whole, or the light emitted from the 
disappearing black holes evaporated them. 


The ice wielding ability user made freezing air, but because of the sheer energy the 
beast created, the only effect it had was momentarily lowering the temperature. The 
ability user who could liquefy the earth tried to break down the soil beneath its feet, 
but he could only liquefy it to the point where it’s monstrous foot only sank a little bit. 


Other ability users attacked the beast from all sides as well, dispersing one after 
another. 


“It’s pointless.” Dazai mumbled dazedly as he watched over the attack. “Just like when 
the people of Sodom invoked the wrath of God. It’s too one-sided, we can’t even put up 
a fight.” 


“Dazai-dono!” Hirotsu rushed over to Dazai, holding the radio. “The mercenaries we 
bribed will be sending in aerial support shortly.” 


“Aerial support?” 


As soon as he said that, he heard three booming sounds cutting through the eastern 
night skies. The giant masses of iron that caused the disturbances were heavy 
armament support helicopters. They were neither transport helicopters used for 
diversion of local control nor reconnaissance helicopters that did both scouting and 
attacks, only fierce monsters of the sky whose only purpose was to crush enemies with 
firepower. 


The three attacking helicopters simultaneously released a breath of flames. They were 
relentless, simultaneously firing off 16 air-to-surface ATGMs. The ATGMs were strong 
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enough to break through the armoring of a tank with just one bullet, much less 16. 
With the three of them attacking, that made 48 bullets fired off at once. 


The heat of the bright red fireballs swelled up on the black beast as it let out an angry 
roar. The ATGMs exploded when they approached the killing range and not when they 
collided with it. The proximity fuze allowed the warhead to detonate before it was 
sucked into the black hole. There were few ability users in the mafia capable of that 
kind of power. 


The beast shook its head in aggravation. 


“That truly is an incredible amount of power.” Hirotsu said while using his hand to 
shield his eyes from the light. “Not to mention, despite its large size, it has no way to 
protect itself from long distance attacks. We either continue like this, or...” 


Dazai narrowed his eyes, his expression stiff. “...No.” 


The howling beast glared at the attacking chunk of metal that fluttered through the 
sky. The surrounding area quickly filled up with signs of death. 


“Wha— 3. 
Everyone looked up at that. 


The sky disappeared, and the light of the stars and moon was swallowed up by a 
massive darkness created above the beast’s head. It shrunk before the beast’s eyes 
until it was the size of a car that could fit into its mouth. It was completely empty, a 
darkness that snatched all reason from this world. 


With a roar, that darkness was shot out. 


The first thing to go was the earth. The darkness, shot out in a single breath, left a 
bottomless hole in the ground. While the beast was raising its head, the beam of 
darkness lifted up, leaving deep cliffs etched into the ground. The beam of darkness 
directly hit the attacking helicopter. 


The first helicopter was hit with a rushing torrent of darkness. Though it wasn’t even 
destroyed, it was simply sucked in and disappeared without a trace. The second and 
third helicopters were torn apart by the force of the tide and rained to the ground as 
countless broken parts. 


It only lasted a second. 


268 


In the blink of an eye, the beast heaved out a breath and successfully destroyed three 
of their latest weapons. 


“J...” Hirotsu gazed at the sky like he’d forgotten how to breathe. “Just now, what was 
that...?” 


The earth was gouged out in a singular cliff so deep the bottom couldn’t be seen. The 
cliff went as far as the eye could see, continuing as a scar beyond the horizon. 


“Haha... Unbelievable. He just shot a black hole like it was a laser.” Dazai’s eyes were 
open wide with distorted laughter coming out of his mouth. “This isn’t an ability 
anymore. No, this type of phenomenon doesn’t happen on Earth. It’s a natural 
phenomenon that we measure in our galaxy, in the middle of the sun, or anywhere else 
in space. He doesn’t even feel like fighting living creatures. It’s impossible. There’s no 
way we Can Win.” 
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The beast started moving. 


It took several seconds for it to just lift it’s heel off the ground, but the tip of it’s foot 
alone was fast enough to create a shockwave. It didn’t matter how slow it moved, it 
would always be just as fast as a limited express train”. 


N was standing on a hill in its path. He roared with laughter, looking down at the 
gravitational destruction caused by it’s sigh of death. 


“Hahaha! How do you like that, Verlaine?! It’s exactly as you said, you’re not a human! 
Your existence lies beyond that, you’re a monster who destroys the world! So go, 
continue as you are and flatten the city—no, the world—with the violence of that 
singularity of yours! And once you’ve exhausted your power, go ahead and disappear 
with it! Hahahahaha!!” 


The beast walked as if it were a black mountain. Those eyes saw nothing. Not the 
remaining mafioso, not N underfoot, nothing. 


What it did see were the city lights of Yokohama, flickering far in the distance. 


“Do you see, Verlaine?! This is your end!” N’s laughter started out almost playful and 
ended somewhere close to a scream. “An unparalleled being like yourself will die by 


'S Limited express trains are the trains in the Japanese Railways that only stop at major stations. I’ve never been, but 
| imagine that since it was used in this context, they move at a faster pace due to less stops. 
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the hands of a plain old human like me! Hahahahaha, die Verlaine!! This is revenge for 
my little brother! Anhhahahahahahahahaha!!!!” 


The beast lifted it’s leg up. N screamed up at him, laughing through his tears. 
The heel of it’s foot trampled over N along with the hill. 
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Hirotsu and Dazai gazed steadily out at the beast’s tracks in the forest a little ways 
away. 


“He’s started walking.” Hirotsu said blankly. “Over there’s the city—He’s heading for 
Yokohama.” 


“He’s the incarnation of hatred.” Dazai said as if he were reading a book out loud. “He 
reacts to attacks, AKA the enemy’s hatred. Some of the people in the city have noticed 
the attack by now. In response to that signal, he’s heading towards Yokohama.” 


“Then, if this keeps up...” 


“Right. Millions of people will die.” Dazai took out his radio. “It’s like a tidal hour out 
here.” 


While saying that, he adjusted the frequency of his radio before speaking into it. 
“Mori-san? You should run away, he’s heading your way.” 

>> +> >> ) «HK «HK «HK 
On the top floor of the Port Mafia’s headquarters building, the boss’s desk. 
There, Mori was sitting on a chair gazing outside the window. The room was dark so he 
could see the nightly view of Yokohama from the window. Beyond his gaze, past the 
urban areas, a crimson light feebly flickered in the distance. The lights shining on the 
clouds and forest fires in the woodlands showed the battle going on. 
“I can see the raid going on, too.” Mori said calmly. “Looks like quite an amazing feat.” 
“It’s not amazing at all.” Dazai said. “That’s another Arahabaki, the one from nine years 
ago that blew up Suribachi city and created that crater just by waking up for a moment. If 


that power was continuously unleashed in the city, Yokohama would sink to the bottom of 
the sea. This is out of our control, now.” 
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Mori's expression didn’t change in the slightest listening to those words, he only 
exhaled a quiet breath. 


“Dazai-kun, do you know why I decided to be boss?” 


“Mori-san.” Dazai’s bitter voice was almost reproachful. “Now's not the time to be talking 
about such things.” 


“I don’t have a useful ability like you all out there do. In that sense, I’m slightly better 
off than you are. All I have is the intuition to estimate how many men we need and 
send them to the battlefield.” 


Dazai was silent for a moment. “You want us to beat him?” 


“You told me to run, but where could I run away from such a monster?” Mori’s tranquil 
voice spoke of only the facts. “Instead, I want to see you guys—you and Chuuya-kun 
overcome this crisis. That would surely mark the dawn of a new era.” 


“Easy for you to say.” Dazai said, annoyance laced in his voice. “But Chuuya’s probably 
dead. He was the closest one to Verlaine when he became that monster, and he hasn't 
responded to my calls. Even if he guarded against it with his gravity, he'd be in the 
monster’s stomach by now... Tell me, what am I thinking right now?” 


Without answering, Mori gave a small shrug of his shoulders. Dazai waited a moment 
longer before continuing. 


‘I’m thinking, ‘Isn't this the perfect opportunity? If I’m hit by that, I'll surely disappear 
within an instant with nothing left behind. No pain, no suffering, and no mess after death. 
This is a golden opportunity, I seldom see things capable of that.” 


Mori didn’t answer right away. His silent eyes seemed to tell the words that rolled 
around in his mouth as he tapped his finger against his lips. 


“What you say is probably correct.” Mori waited a moment before speaking again. “But 
you will fight against that monster and you’ll fight desperately. I just know it.” 


“Unlikely, but for the sake of it, Pll ask your reasoning.” 
“It’s a very simple reason.” Mori smiled. “If you die at the hands of that monster, then 


that means no one can save Chuuya-kun and he dies, too. In other words, the death 
you so eagerly wait for will end up as a double suicide with Chuuya-kun.” 


211 


It was dead silent on the other line for a whole ten seconds. Then, over the radio, Dazai 
made a heaving sound. 


“Why did you just make that noise?” 
“No reason. Anyways, it’s pointless trying to manipulate me. I’m cutting the line.” 
With that, the radio line went dead. 


Mori held the radio in his hand, a smile forming on his face. 


Dazai stood motionless once he turned the radio off. Then, he held the radio close to 
his chest, crouched down into a ball, and shouted at the ground. 


“Anything but thaaaaaaaat!!” 
>> >> >» ) “HK «HK «HK 


Chuuya pushed onward in the darkness. He had no idea if he was pressing on through 
space or through time. He didn’t even know if he was in a place or if he was in the 
darkness of a conceptualized afterlife. 

However, he could see someone in front of him. The darkness violently swirled up and 
down, hiding that someone. But someone was definitely there, floating in midair, 
beyond the pale blue mist of the darkness... 


That’s when Chuuya realized. Jt was himself. 


A little Chuuya floating in the bluish black liquid, fast asleep. He recognized the myriad 
of transfusion cords and tubes stretching from his neck to his spine. 


All of a sudden, he heard a voice right next to him. 

“Hurry, Paul. Security’s on their way.” 

Surprised, Chuuya turned towards the voice. The person he saw was one he knew well, 
with long, wavy black hair and calm eyes. The man was wearing a lab coat for his 


undercover mission. Randou—Arthur Rimbaud. 


He looked towards Chuuya. 
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“What’s wrong, Paul? There’s no doubt Experimental Prototype 258-A is that child 
here. What are you hesitating for?” 


“I know.” The reply came straight from Chuuya’s mouth. His gaze turned back to the 
cylindrical glass, lightly reflecting his face on the surface. What reflected back was a 
man with a black hat on—a younger version of Paul Verlaine. 


His slender fingers touched the cylindrical glass tube. With Verlaine’s voice, he balled 
up his fist and smashed the tube. 


Blueish black liquid gushed out. That same hand grabbed the young Chuuya, and 
pulled him outside. 


Time passed. 


Now, they were in an alleyway at night. Moonlight cut at an angle through the array of 
buildings in the old Yokohama settlements, all lined up like a mess of toy blocks. 
Rimbaud led the way as they jogged through the alleyway. 


Somewhere in the distance, they could hear the sound of a siren from the military 
base. Just as the military noticed the invasion, Chuuya realized. This was a memory. A 
memory from nine years ago when Verlaine and his partner Rimbaud stole Chuuya 
from the facility. 


But why? Why was he seeing such a memory? 


Then, Chuuya remembered. Right after Verlaine had blown him away during their fight 
in the forest, the feeling of something intense swallowing him whole overtook him. 
Something black that was completely different than the gravity. It was probably 
because of that. 


His head hurt whenever he concentrated. It was difficult to maintain his own sense of 
self when something much bigger was wrapping itself around him. 


But he had to try. If he was seeing this memory, that must mean there was some 
Meaning to it. 


In front of him, Rimbaud was walking fast. “Only five more kilometers until our 
getaway submarine. We have to get rid of our pursuers by then, otherwise, we’re 
swimming back home to France.” 


Rimbaud kept a cautious eye on his surroundings as he was speaking. It was the kind 
of concentrative skill only a spy could have. 
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Rimbaud’s back got further and further away as Verlaine slowed down. His hurried 
steps became a leisurely walk, until he finally stopped. 


“What’s the matter Paul?” Rimbaud turned back. “We need to hurry. The guards from 
the military will be here any minute now.” 


There was no reply. 


Verlaine seemed to be carrying the young Chuuya on his shoulders. He was probably 
given that role since he could lighten up Chuuya’s body weight with his gravity. 


“IT won’t let France have this child.” 
Verlaine’s voice was clear and blunt. 
“What?” Rimbaud had a doubtful expression on his face. 


“IT won’t hand him over to anyone, and I won’t let him go back to that research facility. 
ll quietly raise this child in the countryside without him ever knowing his true self.” 


Rimbaud blinked several times, as if he was having difficulty swallowing the situation. 
Then, he walked back towards Verlaine. 


“Don’t come any closer.” Verlaine said in a sharp, commanding tone. 


“What are you saying?” Rimbaud said, his face bewildered. “This kid should be raised 
and educated by the country. Just like you.” 


“And that’s the problem.” Verlaine’s voice was strained with hostility. “Rimbaud, try 
using your imagination for once. Can you imagine how much not being a human would 
influence you? How much it would hurt to know that your birth was just a string of 
equations someone came up with, instead of one loved by God? It’s like being in a 
ravine that’s darker than night, unable to see the moon. No hope, and no salvation. You 
understand? Even this despair I’m feeling is just something someone designed!” 


“How many times have we been over this, Paul?” Rimbaud took a step forward. “You’re 
human! No matter what anyone sees! How you were born is trivial compared to who 
you are now and what you think.” 


“Abh, there it is.” Bitterness swept into Verlaine’s voice. “‘You’re human’—the line I’ve 
heard oh so many times. There’s nothing in this world I hate more than hearing that.” 
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“Paul...” 


“I said to not come any closer.” Verlaine took control over the approaching Rimbaud 
with his stern voice. “It doesn’t matter what you tell yourself or how many times, the 
fact of the matter is—I’m not human! You think an outsider looking in will say, ‘Don’t 
worry, he reacts just like a human being’? At that point, it’d be better to say I’m just like 
a frog!” 


Rimbaud frowned and shook his head. “I’m sorry.” After he said that, he turned away. 
“Either way, we need to get back home. You should tell them what you’ve told me.” He 
started walking again. 


Verlaine stared at his back. “No. By then, it'll be too late.” He spoke in a voice so quiet, 
one might have mistaken it for a cough. “If we go back home, the members of our 
organization would rush in and restrain me. I can only follow through with my will 
now, while I’m in enemy territory.” 


While he said that, he held up a pistol. It was a plain automatic pistol, but Chuuya 
quickly understood. If Verlaine used his gravity, he could control the weight of the 
bullet and the speed at which it fired, making it the same as a cannon. It would blow 
right through any ability user. Even the top tier gifted spy, Rimbaud. 


He aimed the muzzle at Rimbaud’s back. 


“Are you going to shoot, Paul?” Rimbaud said without looking back. “Me, who saved 
you and gave you life as a human being?” 


“Sorry, Rimbaud.” The quiet murmur melted in his mouth and disappeared, but it held 
true sorrow. “But I want to save myself. I want to save the other me.” 


With that, he pulled the trigger. 


The bullet of farewell flew towards Rimbaud’s back at a speed much faster than the 
speed of sound. Right before it landed, Rimbaud quickly turned around and activated 
his ability. A red cube acted as his shield. However, because the bullet’s gravity 
distorted the space, it went right through the red cube. The bullet landed on the base 
of his hand that held the shield up before piercing right through it. After that, it sank 
into the cubical subspace and finally came to a stop. 


There was no anger evident on Rimbaud’s face as he guarded. 
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“That’s your decision to make, Paul.” His eyes only held the tranquility and dryness a 
vast desert would have as he looked at the man who was his partner, and his best 
friend. 


“You’ve done nothing but take care of me.” Verlaine said quietly. “But even you should 
understand the mistake born from a man who should have never come into existence.” 


Gravity spread out like petals on a blooming flower, distorting the space. 


“You weren't a mistake. Paul, I will definitely take you back with me. Even if I have to 
tear you to pieces.” 


As if in response, Rimbaud’s cubical subspaces spread out to cover the alleyway. The 
air of a battle about to begin scorched the earth. Though, this couldn’t be called just a 
battle. It was a fight to the death between two transcendentals—each with the power of 
a thousand soldiers—that would wither away at their souls. 


Abilities with the power of military grade weapons clashed into each other— 
“Chuuya-sama! Please, wake up!” 


All of a sudden, his consciousness was ripped away from the memory. Immediately 
after, a blackness surged around him. 


Chuuya was floating in some kind of dark, torrential rapid. There was no way to tell 
which way was up or down. The rushing darkness dominated the space unlike 
anything he’s seen before. 


A fierce sound ran past the base of his ears. Rainbow colored fragments intermittently 
swirled in front of him at an unbelievably quick speed. He felt something powerful 
grab his shoulder and turned around to see Adam’s hand. That one-handed grip was 


enough to keep him from getting swept up in the violent flow of darkness. 


Even though Adam should have been right next to the Chuuya, his figure was hazy 
amid the dark swirling as if he were actually several kilometers away. 


Adam pushed behind his ear and a semi-circular device came out. He put the device in 
Chuuya’s ear, allowing him to hear Adam’s voice. It looked to be a type of receiver. 


“I thought you were never going to wake up again.” 


“Where is this?” 
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Chuuya took a look at his surroundings. On one side was that torrential darkness, and 
the only thing he knew was that it was an absurdly large area where his spatial 
awareness felt off. The receiver also seemed to have a sound collecting function, so 
Adam answered Chuuya’s question through the receiver. 


“I surmise we’re inside Verlaine.” Adam’s voice mixed with the noise. “Verlaine’s 
singularity has been completely released and manifested into the demonic beast 
Guivre™. During that, we were caught up in his release and taken into his innermost 
part.” 


“Ahh.” Chuuya said with a rigid expression. “So we’re inside Verlaine. I had a feeling 
that’s what this was.” 


Something roared at the base of his ears and flew past with a dreadful sound. He 
couldn’t even tell if it was a substance, the wind, or a muddy stream of space or time 
itself. In there, a minute could be a month in the outside world, or only a moment. A 
space where the mere notion of depth and direction didn’t exist. He had no other 
choice but to endure the overwhelming waves of energy that descended down so he 
didn’t faint. 


“The normal sense of an ordinary geometrical space doesn’t fly here. The raging flow 
of time is like that of a black hole, and that flow differs depending on where you're at. 
If we were to be separated, we wouldn’t be able to meet again. Please use this.” 


Adam reached behind his head for a connector on his neck and pulled out something 
that looked like a white headband. He firmly wrapped it around Chuuya, from his waist 
to his shoulders and neck area. The metallic cord emitted a steady, clean shine despite 
the rushing surge of darkness. 


“What’s this?” 


“It’s an emergency axon that we call a timeproof cable.” Adam said with a smile. “It 
might look like a cord, but it has a cylindrical structure that’s filled with connective 
vacuum capsules on the inside. Gluon, a boson particle, is running at the speed of light 
so it creates a quantum tunnel effect. Generally, the closer a substance is to traveling at 
the speed of light, the slower time flows, meaning that the flow of time is almost 
nonexistent in this cable. It’s like a spatio-temporal insulator since it remains 
unchanging no matter what the space-time situation is outside.” 


‘4 Guivre is a mythical beast that’s described as a serpent-like dragon. Throughout the translation you'll notice | use 
“Guivre” as a proper pronoun—this is just for ease of reading. 
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While Adam was explaining, a violent rush of dark space flew past Chuuya’s ears. 
However, since his body was tightly secured by the cord, mild discomfort like spatial 
dissociation was eased a bit. 


“Basically, please think of it like a sturdy rope that won’t break no matter the 
circumstance.” 


“I didn’t get that at all.” Chuuya furrowed his eyebrows. “Why do you have a rope for 
such an absurd situation on your back?” 


“Well, that’s because, from the very beginning, | was designed with this situation in 
mind.” 


Chuuya’s expression stiffened. “What?” 


“Just a little bit ago, 1 remembered.” Adam said with serious eyes. “Some pieces of 
information were kept from me until this situation arose, this cable being one of them. 
Authorities in Europe foresaw the worst possible situation—the singularity inside 
Verlaine running rampant—and dispatched a machine that was capable of 
countermeasures. However, there’s not much time left. Before Yokohama turns into 
the largest crater in the world, we'll carry out the ‘final protocol’ of my secret mission. 
Can I count on your cooperation?” 


Chuuya stared at Adam for a little while before finally laughing with a grin. 

“I don’t see why not.” Chuuya said. “But how exactly do you plan to stop him?” 

“We'll use this gifted weapon built inside of me.” 

Adam opened up the storage bay on his chest and showed off a strangely old-fashioned 
movie projector that he kept stored in there. A wood resin built for impact absorption, 
a circuit line, and parchment paper with strange words written on it were all 
interconnected. 

“It was developed in Britain near the end of the Great War. Even though this is my 
power source, it’s original use was that of a destructive, wide-ranged weapon 
dependent on the amount of heat.” Adam grinned. “We'll use this to completely 


incinerate the demonic beast Guivre.” 


“Huh?” Chuuya widened his eyes. “Incinerate? Like, all of him?” 
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“Yes. I'll briefly explain the protocol.” As he said that, Adam’s right arm detached from 


the base of his shoulder. “First, take this arm and tie it to the timeproof cable from 
earlier. Since I only have one arm, you'll have to be the one to do it.” 


“Like this?” Chuuya took his arm and plugged the cable into the port on his wrist. 


“Secure it tightly, please... Next, grab the cable and use your ability to blow my arm as 
far away as possible.” 


“How far?” 
“Until it’s outside this area.” 


Chuuya was quiet as his face went rigid. He looked at Adam, looked back at the dark 
space, and said, “Are you serious?” 


“YES.” 
“I don’t know how big he is, and there’s this raging stream. I can’t guarantee it'll fly in 
a Straight line. Logically speaking, Verlaine’s gravitational field is stronger than my 


ability.” 


“Even so, we have to do it.” Adam shook his head. “It'll be ok. If it’s Chuuya-sama doing 
it, we'll be fine.” 


“I don’t need a computer to give me the basics of encouragement.” Chuuya gave a 
bitter smile before his eyes turned serious. “Will these cables be long enough?” 


“They should be.” Adam held up a bundle of cables he had taken out. 

“Perfect. Now, watch.” 

Chuuya closed his eyes and took a steadying breath. He held Adam’s arm up with one 
hand and held the shining cord in front of him with the other, staring intently into the 
void. He applied gravity to the arm and held it sideways. The power he was going to 
shoot the arm with rose, and all the joints in Chuuya’s fingers turned white as he held 
on. 


He pushed his power to the limit, then let go. 


The arm flew like a comet. 
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The dark rapids swallowed his arm up instantly so it couldn’t be seen. Chuuya grabbed 
the cable that was vigorously unwinding and poured his ability into it. Chuuya’s ability 
of “controlling the strength and direction of gravity” allowed to cord he touched to 
keep travelling through the space. 


The pile of neatly wrapped cables quickly diminished. 

“Keep going!” 

Sweat fell down Chuuya’s forehead. He had to keep pushing through the dark, 
gravitational field that could even suck up light. It was like he was flying through space 
with only the strength of his ability. 


“UwoooooaaaaaahhhhH!!!” 


Sweat gushed out of his entire body and flew into the darkness, disappearing into the 
never-ending void. 


Right when Chuuya’s consciousness was fading and the bundle of cables had run out—. 


The resistance coming from the cables abruptly came to a stop. Adam’s arm, small as a 
needle tip compared to the beast, burst out of the boundary between the beast’s waist 
and back. The cable connected to it followed it out like the tail to a meteorite. 


His arm swam through the night sky, turned in the shape of a parabola, then fell to the 
ground in the direction opposite of what the giant beast was travelling. Then, it pierced 
the ground where the treeline started. When it landed, four harpoon-like structures 
popped out of Adam’s arm and dug into the ground, fixing itself into the earth. 


Once the cable was sturdy and tightened in place—it started to pull Chuuya, who was 
tied to it on the other side. 


“Woah!” 

Chuuya shouted out in surprise when he was suddenly pulled by the cable. It was 
completely unwounded, so it pulled him along like a car pulled by a winch. While the 
beast moved in the opposite direction, Adam’s arm acted as an anchor, allowing him to 


escape the darkness. 


“I see. So this will quickly bring us to the outside.” Chuuya smiled in understanding. 
“And then? The two of us escape, and then what—” 


When Chuuya turned around, he saw a strange sight. 
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Adam had a lonely smile on his face. 


He cut the cable connecting him and Chuuya. 


Chuuya instinctively reached his hand out, but Adam was blown away in the violently 
swirling darkness, disappearing in the blink of an eye. Chuuya, his entire body 
wrapped in the cable, continued to be pulled along to the outside at an incredibly fast 
speed. 


“Hey, Adam! What’re you doing?! If we’re separated, we’re not gonna be able to find 
each other again—” 


“This is fine.” Adam’s solitary voice was heard in the receiver Chuuya had in his ear. 
“The original name for this weapon was called “The Shell: The set burn radius is twenty-two 
yards, and the internal temperature is roughly 6,000 degrees Celsius. Temperatures 
equivalent to that of the surface of the sun will be made inside of me, and I'll become plasma 
on the same molecular level as that of this singularity lifeform. Nothing but white smoke will 
remain after that.” 


Chuuya’s expression went cold with understanding. “Hey... There’s no way—” 
“This was the real reason why they dispatched a machine investigator as opposed to a 
human one.” Adam’s voice sounded gentle and frail. “Both Verlaine and my core that 


contains classified information will burn, and all the state secrets will disappear.” 


“Stop!” Chuuya shouted into the receiver inside the surging rapids. “Are you an idiot?! 
There’s gotta be another way!” 


‘I’m sure there is. But if I don’t go with this plan, I won't be able to protect you and continue 
on with my mission at the same time.” 


“Don’t talk as if I don’t know what your mission is!” Chuuya shouted while being 
yanked around by a strong force. “I know! What about your dream?! Weren’t you going 
to create a detective agency of only machines?!” 


There was about two seconds of silence before he answered. 


“My dream is to protect humans.” His voice was cool and gentle, like that of a parent 
watching over their child. “And right now, that dream is about to be realized.” 
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Just then, Chuuya’s body passed through the dark space. 


The strong, gravitational field that was pressing up against his skin vanished in an 
instant as he hit the ground. Chuuya got into a defensive position as he rolled on the 
gravel. 


“I got to protect you. That is enough for me.” 
With satisfaction laced in his voice, the voice in the receiver disappeared. 
“Wait!” 


There was a giant ball of heat before a bright red sphere of light that seemed to reach 
the heavens appeared. 


First, the flames wrapped around the beast like a membranous material. Then, from 
the earth beneath its feet to the top of its head, smoke and fire surrounded it like a 
bubble of soap before it imploded. 


Everything melted. The trees nearby burst into flames and quickly turned into a white 
smoke. Even the earth turned into a boiling sludge before evaporating. 


In spite of the scorching ball of hell on the inside, the outside was surprisingly quiet. 
The trees outside the perimeter of the ball of flames coolly swayed, and the only part 
of that hell that escaped was the bright light. 


The ball of flames brought the beast down to size as it burned to nothing. It let out an 
anguished scream, but even the air had entered pyrolysis so a single sound couldn’t 
escape the entrapment of flames. 


This was all a weapon of singularity created by a gifted British engineer. Named the 
weapon of extinction, it could not burn anything that was outside of the incineration 
radius. It was based on the time travel ability of a certain ability user and created a 
singularity on purpose. Due to it’s overwhelming heat output and radius that can be 
set to several tens of kilometers, it was labeled one of the “Three Greatest Disasters” of 
the war and is officially prohibited to use. 


Chuuya sat down and silently stared at the scene in front of him. Even the timeproof 
cable that had carried him outside of the incinerating radius couldn’t withstand the 
high heat as it burned up. The cable was originally planned to be used to remotely 
activate the thermal shell weapons, since the high heat utilized the uncertainty 
principle to cause fluctuations of time and temperature around them. It was why Adam 
had to use the timeproof cable. But even that couldn’t withstand the extremely high 
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temperatures created when the weapon was activated. The outer coating melted and 
the airtight seal broke as the particles dissipated, resulting in it losing its effect and 
evaporating. 


All that remained was Adam’s arm in front of Chuuya and bits of the cable that had 
started to melt on the way down. 


Chuuya was left breathing silently. It was finally over. The ball of fire burned until 
everything had been melted away, completing its role and turning to smoke before 
disappearing. All that remained was a perfectly carved circle in the earth, trees that 
were outside of the combustion radius, and the black tail of Guivre that also remained 
outside of the combustion radius. 


There was nothing else, not even a single piece of what was left of Adam. 
“What, you're still alive, Chuuya?” 


He turned back to that voice filled with loathing to see Dazai walking through the trees. 
Dazai threw something at him, though Chuuya stopped it right before it hit him. It was 
Verlaine’s black hat. Soon after Verlaine’s gate had opened, the hat had been blown 
away and disappeared somewhere. 


“Dazai.” Chuuya turned his sharp, reserved gaze on Dazai. “I don’t feel like talking to 
you right now.” 


“I found N’s corpse.” Dazai said without a care in the world for what Chuuya had said. 
“He was crushed underfoot. Now, everyone who knew whether or not you were a 
human have all disappeared... Are you frustrated?” 


“You tell me. I...” Chuuya stared at the remains of Ground Zero. He opened his mouth 
to continue, then turned to Dazai as if he had realized something. “Wait. You mean, 
you’ve found another way to tell if I’m human or not even without N?” 


“Looks like I’ve been had.” Dazai laughed without an ounce of guilt. “I managed to 
capture a few subordinates of N’s at the research facility. They know how to read the 
formula inside of you, even if they don’t know what it means. I got a brief rundown but, 
well, I could’ve told you which it was if I analysed you over a few days.” 


“I wouldn’t let a guy like you peek inside of me.” 
“Whaaat? Don’t be like that, you could show me! It would be super interesting, and I 


wouldn’t let anyone else see what’s inside!” Dazai wore a dark smile on his face that hid 
his true intentions. “I also asked how to tell the difference. If you were a human, then 
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the facility would try to take your memories away. Meaning, there would be a log of 
memories that have been erased, like your parents and how you spent your childhood. 
That’s how we'll be able to tell. What do you think?” 


“First of all, the thought of only you seeing what goes on inside of my head is so 
disgusting I’d rather puke blood! Second—” 


Right as he said that, something strange happened. 


The ground rumbled. There was one big shake before small ones hit intermittently, as 
if it was scared of something. 


It happened faster than Chuuya could get ready for it. 
He got a splitting headache that felt like a bomb had detonated inside of his skull. 
“Gah?!” 


Chuuya put a hand to his head. There was no injury, this headache wasn’t caused by 
any physical harm. 


Something was flowing through him. 
Something invisible to the naked eye. 
‘T hate it.” 

Said the voice. 


It didn’t make a sound. It didn’t even use any words. It was more the feeling of a dark 
emotion itself. 


“T hate it, I hate it, I hate it, I hate it, I hate it, I hate it, l hate it, I hate it, I hate it, I hate it, I 
hate it, I hate everything!” 


His headache would swell periodically with the wave of emotions that ran through 
him. 


“What’s the matter, Chuuya?” 


Chuuya looked at Dazai, and with that glance, he realized that he was the only one who 
could hear the voice. 
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This was his voice. 


He wasn’t dead yet. 

Soon after that, the ground started lurching forward. 

Both Dazai and Chuuya grabbed onto the ground to hang on. They looked around 
them, but the earth wasn’t moving nor was it destroyed or at an incline. However, the 
trees leaned forward and the pebbles rolled all to a certain point. 

In the center of the wreckage of the beast was it’s black tail. 

The black tail started to bubble up. Black particles surrounded it and, with the sound 
of boiling mud, the gravitons began to disperse. They appeared to throb with a beat, 
wriggled like a worm, and changed shape. 

Chuuya then realized that it wasn’t that the ground was tilting, gravity was simply 
created in the center of the tail. Just like with Earth’s normal gravitational power 
pointing downward, the direction of gravity was tilted at an angle so it felt like they, 
too, were tilted sideways. 


“You've gotta be kidding...” 


Adam engulfed the beast in flames with a weapon hot enough to completely reshape 
the battlefield. At least, that’s what should have happened. 


But the tail was right there, wriggling into a black mass and trying to take on some 
kind of form. 


“So that’s how it is...” Dazai glared harshly at the mass. 


Cracks appeared on the ground. In the middle of the black mass, a reptilian face 
started to take shape. 


“Watch out!” 


Chuuya used his gravity to jump sideways and grab Dazai as the two tumbled into the 
forest. The darkness calmed down a bit as something radiated from the black torrents. 
It wasn’t much of an attack, rather, it was as if a piece of the universe had suddenly 
appeared on Earth. 
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The ground was split in half as a strike of black lightning hit. It passed right through 
the earth and reached a group of buildings that were further away. A few of the 
building lights flickered spasmodically before finally going out. 


“What the...” 


Dazai and Chuuya were speechless. They were quite far from the city. They got lucky 
this time, but if it were to get a direct hit in the middle of Yokohama, thousands of 
people would have died in an instant. 


“Was that... a release of gravity?” Dazai’s face grew stiff. “That’s impossible. It can 
reach even farther than before.” 


The monster started to transform. A head and a pair of shoulders appeared, and 
though it’s head was similar to the demonic beast Guivre, the number of eyes it had 
were different. There were two blazing red eyes situated on its face like human eyes. It 
had big, thick arms and a gigantic torso. 


The figure gradually emerged from the black mass. While it was emerging it pulsated, 
and every time it pulsated, it’s body grew substantially. 


“Don’t look at it, Chuuya.” Dazai said, his voice as quiet as a whisper. “It reacts to 
human emotions, so don’t give it any attention. Look somewhere else.” 


Chuuya slowly moved his gaze to the ground. 


The beast’s enormous body began to block out the moonlight that illuminated the 
ground. At first it was only a part of the ground, until it finally covered all of it. 


“It can’t be burned with flames.” Dazai said while looking at the ground. “It doesn’t 
matter how big a gifted weapon’s flames are. Not to mention, while it may look like a 
giant beast, it’s not even an entity. It’s merely a singularity with an infinite amount of 
energy stored in a condensed space. It has no organs or weak points and will continue 
to move until all of its energy is expended.” 


“Ivll keep moving until it uses up all its energy, huh... How long will that be?” 
“Maybe a week, maybe a year.” Dazai said, looking at Chuuya with a stiff smile on his 
face. “Or maybe it'll keep moving until the world ends. However long it takes for its 


energy to run out.” 


The beast started to move. 


286 


Dazai and Chuuya looked up as the beast took a step forward, it’s whole body 
trembling. It was already even bigger than before and outside the realm of a living 
being with a mouth big enough to swallow a house. It had a gleaming pair of eyes and 
broad shoulders, and excitable lightning strikes were created simply by it moving due 
to the after-effects of energy. It’s monstrous claws dug into the earth, and trees were 
toppled over and submerged by a single step. The way it looked seemed to go beyond 
that of even the human imagination. 


This monster was the true form of the demonic beast Guivre. 

“It could have absorbed the singularity energy found in that ball of heat.” Dazai 
muttered in a blank daze. “There’s no way the authorities in Europe would have 
experimented with clashing two weapons of singularity together.” 


Chuuya looked at where the beast was walking. “That bastard. It’s heading for the city.” 


“It'll be able to see that from the city soon. It started walking in response to our gazes, 
which means it won’t stop until there are no more people left to look at it.” 


Chuuya grabbed Dazai. “Then why are we just standing here?! Yokohama will be 
destroyed and the Port Mafia will disappear!” 


“Then what should we do? You want to bring that ever growing giant over and have a 
fist fight?” Dazai looked at Chuuya through cold eyes. “It’s impossible. Can’t you see it? 
This is a singularity, something that takes on a form through the loopholes in this 
world, something that shouldn’t exist. It’s not something you can beat like a human.” 


“That’s not true.” Chuuya stared back at him for several seconds, his eyes passionate. 
Then, he let go of Dazai and said, with vigor in his voice, “I know there’s a way to defeat 


it. There’s gotta be.” 


Dazai half-fell, half-sat on the ground as if he had lost his strength. “Hahaha, how 
interesting. What makes you say that?” 


“Verlaine. When I was inside of him, I saw his memories.” 

“His memories?” 

“Memories of when he had taken me from the research facility. He and Rimbaud had a 
fight over me before it turned into a full-fledged battle. It must’ve been right after that 


where he fought Arahabaki and lived to tell the tale.” 


Dazai narrowed his eyes. “I see. So it’s like that, huh?” 
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“Yeah. There’s a way to erase Arahabaki’s—a singularity’s existence. He showed me 
that memory in order to tell me what it was.” 


“Shall we talk about this over a cup of coffee, then?” Dazai grinned meaningfully. 

>> >> >» 6) “HK «KOK 
The night grew tense as the footsteps of ruin got closer to the city. 
A suburban highway’s exit and entrance ramps were trampled underneath Guivre’s 
foot. All of the bridges that keep up the road, the guide signs, and the median were 
crushed instantaneously. It was so instantaneous, in fact, that it didn’t make a sound. 
A lone car traveling on the highway took one look at where they were heading, 
completely disregarded the lanes of traffic, and hightailed it away. Guivre spouted out 
a beam of gravity in that direction and the car, along with the surrounding terrain, 
disappeared without a trace. 
Dazai and Chuuya stared at Guivre from atop a spherical, industrial gas tank as it 
approached them. The tank was built in the suburbs to store gas for the city, and the 
top of it was situated higher than some of the tallest buildings in Yokohama. They were 


about eye-level with the face of Guivre. 


“I’d say there’s about 30 minutes until the center of Yokohama is turned to dust.” Dazai 
said absently as he stared at the beast. 


“It’s not like we’ll see it happen.” Chuuya replied, holding the hat in his hand. “Either 
he’ll be blown to pieces or we'll be dead.” 


“Ugh, gross. Committing a double suicide with you would be the worst. Just this once, 
I'll take this seriously.” 


“Fine by me. I don’t feel like dying today. I have to become an executive before you do 
so I can work you to the bone, after all.” 


“Wow, so confident. You’re in the gem trade? Sounds like it’s going pretty well.” 


“There’s no way you can catch up to me. Our gems flow the way they do because our 
smugglers, buyers, and appraisers are the best in Yokohama.” 


“Oh, I know. Before you took over, I was in charge of that.” 
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“What?!” Chuuya looked at Dazai in surprise. “Does that mean you were the first one to 
design those distribution routes?!” 


“He’s about to reach our target distance, so let’s worry about that later.” Dazai nodded 
in it’s direction with his chin. 


Guivre’s footsteps could be heard getting closer, and it’s red gaze fixed upon them. 
Chuuya stared at the beast for a little while longer before shouting up at the sky. 


“I can’t believe I got Dazai’s leftovers!” 
“Just go.” 


The beast stepped over trees on the side of the road and snapped power lines. 
Billboards and abandoned bicycles began to float in the air because of the abnormal 
levels of gravity and were crushed until they became a mere speck of dust. 


“You remember the plan?” 
“Yeah.” 


Dazai and Chuuya stood side by side as they squared off with the beast. The wind on 
the rooftop made their clothes flutter. 


“The only thing you have to be careful of is that this isn’t a sound plan. I don’t know 
what'll happen since Guivre and Arahabaki are going to clash. wouldn't be surprised if 
the whole world was blown to pieces.” 


“It won't blow to pieces.” Chuuya laughed. “Verlaine survived nine years ago by doing 
this.” 


Dazai’s strategy was to open the gate and go against Guivre with Arahabaki’s infinite 
energy. 


“I already know how to open your gate. The activation spell is as N said, ‘Oh, grantors 
of dark disgrace. May ye never wake me again’. From there, the seal of instruction will 
reset itself. That alone won’t open the gate, but the hat will help.” 


Chuuya held the black hat Verlaine had been wearing. It was a present from Rimbaud 
that had gifted metal embedded on the inside and with that, the wearer, in this case 
Chuuya, would be able to control the activation of the gate of their own free will. 
Verlaine was freely able to open his gate and use the power of the black hole because of 
that hat. 


289 


“It’s almost time. You'll jump from here, open up your gate in front of the monster, 
then fight him with all your might.” While staring at Guivre, Dazai used one of his 
hands to hold up a walkie-talkie. “I’d better send the details of our strategy to my 
subordinates... Is that ok?” 


“We already decided it was.” Chuuya looked towards Dazai. “What’s with you, asking 
something like that?” 


Dazai didn’t answer right away. He had a rather unusual expression on his face. It was 
as if he were turning the words around in his head, trying to figure out what he should 
say and how he should say it. It was an expression unbefitting of him. 


“There’s one problem.” Dazai continued to struggle with how he should phrase it. “It’s 
got nothing to do with the success of our plan. After all, even that is just another 
problem to overcome... But, you might need some time to reach a decision.” 


“What the hell are you on about?” Chuuya raised his eyebrows. “And quit acting 
important. Hurry up and say it.” 


“Remember earlier I said you use the activation spell to open your gate, and how that 
completely resets the string of formulas inside of you?” Dazai’s voice sounded 
strangely subdued. “If you use it, your previously stored logs will be erased. Meaning... 
the formula that erased your memories of the past will also be deleted with it.” 


“Huh?” 


“The formula for memory deletion. I said it before, didn’t I? To determine whether or 
not you’re human, we had to go through your erased memories to make sure of your 
past. So this means...” Dazai looked at Chuuya in a way he had never done 
before—completely serious. “By using the activation spell, we will never be able to 
determine whether or not you’re an artificially made human with equations for a 
personality or a normal human being—Ever.” 


Time stopped. 


Chuuya opened his eyes wide and turned towards Dazai, his eyes unseeing. The wind 
blew between them, and even still Chuuya didn’t blink. 


“Verlaine was plagued with the curse of not knowing if he was human or not. It meant 
a lot to him, to be human.” Dazai took out a pocket watch, glanced at it, then 
continued. “I can delay the start of our mission by about 2 minutes. I’ll place my 
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subordinates on standby... It’d be better if you thought alone for a little bit. You 
probably won’t think straight if I’m here.” 


After he said that, Dazai turned around and headed towards the staircase that made its 
way down the side of the tank. 


Chuuya was left alone. Dazai’s attention was fixed to his pocket watch. Two minutes 
left. The allotted time was probably too short for making a decision about one’s life, but 
they couldn’t allow any more than that. An alternate plan was formulating in Dazai’s 
mind at a frightening speed should Chuuya refuse to go along with what they had 
discussed. 

After walking six steps, Dazai arrived at the stairs. He put his foot one the first step 

and went down. Once he reached the third step, he heard a cool, metallic bang 
reverberate behind him. 


It was the sound of a shoe slamming against a metal plate. 


Dazai turned around in surprise the moment he understood what that meant. He 
couldn’t see Chuuya at the top anymore. 


Dazai was momentarily taken aback before a Pfft of laughter left his lips. “Acting cool 
even in this situation, huh?” Dazai let a troubled, relieved smile rest on his face before 
lifting up the walkie-talkie and giving his instructions. 
“Chuuya’s off to attack. All members, prepare for battle.” 

>> +> >> 6) «HK «HK «HK 
Nakahara Chuuya flew through the sky, using his gravity to fly like a vulture. 
A gust of air hit him, causing him to narrow his eyes. 


—To be human, or to not be human. 


Chuuya opened his mouth while he used one hand to put the hat on his head. At that 
moment, he remembered the words of a lost friend. 


—I got to protect you. That is enough for me. 


my 


il 
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“Oh, grantors of dark disgrace. May ye never wake me again.” 


People have souls while machines don’t. In that case, what exactly is a soul? What 
about the last words of his friend? If those words were only uttered because of a 
formula, then what exactly is it? 


Black particles began to dance around Chuuya. His dark clothes fluttered in the wind 
like wings. Energy gathered around him as a crack developed in the night sky. Black 
flames appeared out of nowhere and the surrounding scenery distorted because of the 
high heat. 


From atop the industrial gas tank, Dazai narrowed his eyes while looking at the flying 
Chuuya’s faraway form. “Oh, grantors of dark disgrace.” Dazai said in a voice so small, 
no one could have heard it. “Dark disgrace, huh?” 


Right before his eyes, a black light exploded. 


The black light closely resembled the figure of Verlaine once his gate was fully 
open—that of a beast. 


Black snow fluttered around him. Red marks carved their way around his body like 
slithering scars. He floated through the air, completely ignoring the laws of physics, 
and glared down at the ground with the eyes of a beast. Blistering heat gushed out 
around him because of the gamma rays, scorching the night and distorting the 
scenery. 


Chuuya flew at the speed of sound, cutting through the sky and landing on the face of 
Guivre. A massive roar shook the earth, and with just one attack, a third of Guivre’s 
head blew to pieces. The parts that were damaged by Chuuya’s spheres of gravity 
collapsed as black flames spouted out. 


Now that Chuuya was the incarnation of gravity, he pierced through the air as he 
continued his charge. Guivre let out an agonized cry as Chuuya went right through its 
chest. Parts of the beast’s flesh was blown off and became black particles before 
disappearing into thin air. 


“Wow.” Dazai muttered in amazement at the top of the gas tank. “So this is 
Arahabaki...” 


While it was falling, it stepped on a gas station and crushed it like a sheet of paper. The 
fuel tank caught fire due to Guivre’s high heat and created an explosion. The earth was 
lapped up by a crimson light. 
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That notion seemed to provoke Guivre. Heat boiled out of its body. A black flame of 


hatred covered the wound and buried it in an instant, regenerating that part of its 
body. 


Arahabaki Chuuya stared at that hatred coolly as he warded off the attack. Guivre 
opened its mouth and a black sphere of gravity started to form. The scale of it was 
larger than ever before, enough to cover Guivre’s face. It swelled to match Guivre’s 
loathing and, together with a roar, it released the sphere. 


Hatred, hatred, hatred, hatred, hatred. 


Chuuya was floating in the air past the dark sphere that fired. He held two black holes 
in his hands. A condensed form of gravity, the all-powerful universal king, clad with a 
red halo. 


However, what Chuuya held up was different from what Verlaine fired. This black hole 
was spinning rapidly. Because it was spinning at such a high speed, the black hole was 
crushed flat, entwined with the halo, and turned into an oval shape. 


Chuuya lifted the black hole up and launched it at the looming dark astro belt. 

The two forces collided. Gravity was the original power of this world as one of the four 
founding forces born at the same time the universe was created. It’s true nature was to 
distort time and space itself, and the distortion of time and space was synonymous 
with mass. 

Essentially, gravity made up the world. 

These two sources of power collided. Intense shock waves made the air explode ina 
global shape. When the road was hit with that impact, it began to float up in waves 


before it was smashed to nothing. 


A little further away, Dazai grabbed the handrail to endure the attack. He peeked 
through his arm that he held up to protect his face timidly. 


“Did it cancel out...?” 


When they hit each other, flashes of purple lightning scattered before returning to 
nothingness. 


“Hahaha... He did it.” Dazai flashed a shaky smile on his face. “My predictions were 
correct. What he saw in Verlaine’s dream turned out to be true.” 
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Usually when two black holes interacted, they merged into one giant black hole. It was 
a completely normal phenomenon in space. But the black holes that Chuuya fired were 
spun at a high speed, and that high speed created a ring of light. This ring of light was 
called the Ergosphere. Because the inside of the black hole was pulled along at the 
speed of light, or even faster, before falling—while at the same time keeping the 
contradictory stillness of the normal space-time—within a singular space, the result 
was a ring of light made up of negative energy. 


That negative energy mixing with Guivre’s energy caused them to cancel each other 
out. In other words, this was the only way to annihilate the infinitely regenerated 
singularity lifeform, Guivre. Only the other singularity lifeform, Arahabaki, had the 
power to destroy and erase it. 


The beast roared with hatred. Arahabaki Chuuya responded with a thunderous roar of 
his own. 


A battle to the death between the enormous Guivre and the tiny god of destruction had 
begun. 


Chuuya’s fist hit Guivre’s chin off. The beast’s foreleg emitted a wave of gravity that 
wrapped around Chuuya in response. He was blown away with an explosive sound. 
Chuuya stopped himself in midair, using his gravity as a braking system, and let out a 
gruesome laugh while bleeding horribly. 


He flew again. 


Chuuya created spinning spheres of gravity in both of his hands which were used to 
mince the beast up to pieces. Each attack held the power of a weapon from the 
mythical world when it hit the beast. Whenever impact happened, the earth was torn, 
the air ruptured, and the night clouds were blown away. With each attack, both of their 
bodies were definitively crushed and their power stripped away. 


The negative energy of the Ergosphere sliced through Guivre’s flesh and weakened it. 
But, on the other hand, Guivre wasn’t made up from a human form and took power 
from the energy of the singularity itself. Unlike with that, there was a limit to how 
much Chuuya’s body could take. Chuuya, as a vessel for the god of destruction, 
couldn’t withstand its power and had hemorrhaging all over his body. His bones 
screamed, his right shoulder was dislocated, and he had several wounds all over his 
body. Both were hurt and sustained damage. 


However. 
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“ .Chuuya’s wounds are deeper.” Dazai clenched his teeth while watching their death 
match. 


Chuuya roared while a tail of blood trailed in midair. Arahabaki was inside of him, 
disgraceful and howling fiercely. 


Guivre opened its mouth and this time, nearly twenty black spheres were created in 
front of it. Each one swelled up with Guivre’s long breath until they grew into the 
largest black holes anyone had ever seen. Each one was bigger than all the spinning 
black holes Chuuya created combined. 


And there were twenty of them. 
“This is bad.” 


At the same time Dazai had muttered that, waves radiated from the string of black 
holes. Twenty astro belts of despair that had the power to destroy all things in the 
universe. It wasn’t quite parallel and they radiated like an open mouth. 


Half of the black holes gouged out the earth while the other half flew through the sky. 
Chuuya was in the center of the cone-shaped line of fire. The band of black holes 
closed in on him, entrapping him in an orbit. These spheres of destruction that could 
penetrate through every and anything rushed at him, as if the beast was lowering its 
chin. 


There was nowhere to run. 
It would be an instant death with a mere graze. 


Arahabaki Chuuya held up some spinning black holes he created as a shield. At the 
same time he held it up, twenty black cannonballs hit Chuuya. 


They crashed into the Ergosphere and emitted a destructive light. The remains of stray 
energy flew backwards, drawing a parabola, and destroying the earth. The road, utility 
poles, and abandoned cars all melted before evaporating. It was already as bright as 
midday out by the suburbs. 


Arahabaki Chuuya endured it. He endured it, lifted up his shield, and endured it some 
more. But the dark cannonballs of Guivre were neverending and there was no sign of 
the radiation growing weaker. The heat created from the destruction itself scorched 
Chuuya’s skin, inflicting burns. 


Chuuya threw up blood. The cannonballs closed in even further on him. 
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At that moment—the ring of attacks was broken up. 


The black holes dispersed and changed orbit, falling to the ground. At the same time, a 
crimson flower of flames bloomed on Guivre’s face. 


“Squad 2, fire!” Dazai’s voice echoed on the walkie-talkies. “Don’t worry about firing at 
the same time! No matter what, whoever has the capability to fire, should!” 


Countless mafioso held cylindrical weapons over their shoulders, firing up at Guivre 
from buildings, roads, and transport vehicles. 


They held portable rocket launchers. It was the strongest weapon an individual person 
could have with enough firepower to demolish tanks, aircrafts, and even enemy 
facilities. If they just aimed and pulled the trigger, the rocket launcher would 
automatically destroy a target. It’s explosive power was truly incomparable to hand 
grenades or other thrown explosives. 


This was a swarm of mafioso who had gained too much individual power through an 
underground weapons deal. It was a battalion strategy that not many people, ability 
users included, could withstand. 


However, when the smoke cleared, even after all that Guivre didn’t have a scratch on it. 


“Don’t worry, this is fine!” Dazai shouted into the walkie-talkie. “Just keep it’s attention 
focused on the ground!” 


The black holes of Guivre fired down in a counterattack that ripped across the ground. 
The darkness tore through the earth and turned the mafioso to dust before they could 
even let out a scream. 


However, the mafioso didn’t flinch. The survivors readied their rocket launchers and 
fired at the beast. 


Guivre was the incarnation of energy, it had no personality. It was nothing more than a 
mass of hatred that moved accordingly and fought hostility with hostility. Because of 
that, it didn’t have the capacity for risk awareness and couldn’t prioritize which 
opponents it should attack first. Therefore, if they focused its attention on the 
numerous mafioso attacking it on the ground, Chuuya could move freely. 


Chuuya was floating all alone in the sky, bleeding from every pore in his body. 
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His body was close to its limit. Along with the attacks he sustained from Guivre, his 
delicate human body couldn’t take the powerful force of gravity he emitted. The hits he 
endured, dislocations, muscle tears, and fractures. It was like gravity was holding his 
body together while also somehow maintaining a semi-decent shape. His figure looked 
more lonely than anything else in this world. 


His eyes moved towards another lonely figure—Guivre. Chuuya leaned forward and 
fell, gaining speed the further he went. He plunged into Guivre’s chest as if he were 
being sucked in, penetrating through the outer skin protected by gravity and reaching 
the inner muddy flow of time. Chuuya was instantly swept up in the raging storm of 
darkness that tried to rip his body to shreds. 


Arahabaki furiously roared. He created black holes in each of his hands. They spun 
while swallowing the raging storm, growing larger until they became one giant halo. 
His overwhelming power caused destruction all around him. A storm of blasting 
temperatures and vacuums of time raged around Chuuya. 


Chuuya himself was watching this happen through a sliver of consciousness. By 
opening the gate, he had handed his body over to Arahabaki. All he could do was watch 
the battle. But that awareness was only a weak flash that disappeared in the clash 
between gods and demons. 


The black space screamed. That scream sounded like the sob of someone who was the 
loneliest person in the world, disappearing into the raging rapid of black hatred. But 
soon, with the energy of Arahabaki’s halo consuming everything in its path, the voice 
finally reached Chuuya’s ears. 


Let’s finish this, the voice said. ‘This beast is just the vessel of my emotions. Why was I 
created when I should have never been born? I’m just a pitiful soul who’s left with 
unanswered questions, hates his own existence, and can only have a true purpose in life 
through assassination. 


So let’s finish this, little brother. Use your hands to finish this lonely soul who couldn't 
believe in the world and it’s people like you could. 


I know, Chuuya answered from the depths of his consciousness that seemed to blow 
away and disappear. You couldn't bear the solitude, and that’s why you came to Fapan. But 
that’s not a bad thing. Sometimes, you cast the die and end up with a bad hand. This time, 
you were cast the lonely number “one” and I was cast something different. I was blessed with 
people who cared about me, that’s it. If the roles were reversed, this wouldn’t seem so 
strange. 
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Plus, you don’t only have hatred, and you didn’t truly want to be hated. That’s why you 
showed me that memory and told me how to destroy Guivre. Isn't that right, Verlaine? 


On the other side of the swirling darkness of a raging storm, he felt someone’s hope 
flicker like a star. 


Chuuya’s gate opened even further, and the spinning black holes he held grew even 
bigger. The red halo was massive enough to completely overtake the space. 


From behind Chuuya’s back, two sensory organs that controlled gravity grew from 
both his left and right side. It was Arahabaki’s tail, a manifestation of the godly beast 
that burned black. But, since it was coming from Chuuya’s back, it looked like a pair of 
wings. 


“OQoooo000aaaaAAAAAUUUGGGH!!!” 


The winged Chuuya shouted and lifted up his hands. That was the command for his 
spinning black holes to continue growing. The halo shone bright like a supernova and 
sliced Guivre’s body in half from the inside. The spinning black holes were wider and 
bigger than the beast and completely crushed it’s shoulder, all the while a single halo 
floated over it. It lit up the Yokohama night sky and burned deep into the people’s eyes. 


“So this is Arahabaki’s... Chuuya’s true form?” Dazai coughed, his voice delirious from 
the heat, as he looked up. 


The halo stood atop his raised arms and black wings blazed behind him. Chuuya’s eyes 
were closed and just like that, he looked like a malevolent god. A dark, demonic beast. 


Underneath the halo, Guivre collapsed and got sucked in. It was the process of 
infinitely positive and infinitely negative energy cancelling each other out. It’s giant 
body broke apart, it’s flesh turning into snow-like particles that gently danced towards 
the epicenter of the halo. 


Because time slowed down in high gravity regions, the beast’s destruction seemed to 
move terribly slow from an outsider's perspective. One could even call it graceful. 


Guivre wasn’t shooting anything at them now. Now only its mouth remained open 
while it stood completely still, like it was coming to terms with its own existence. The 
halo on his chest swallowed its waist and chest, arms and legs, and finally, its head. 


It didn’t make a sound, just peacefully disappeared. 


The moonlight was oddly fitting for death on this terribly quiet night. 
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The halo finally reached the end of its lifespan and the spinning black holes collapsed 
while radiating heat rays. The smaller the black hole the greater the heat it emitted, 
and eventually the black hole became a sphere of light containing a bunch of heat rays. 
It released electromagnetic waves during the process of evaporation. The black hole 
illuminated the night like a second sun until finally, gracefully and gently, it 
disappeared. 


Chuuya limply drifted in the air for several seconds before the black wings on his back 
slowly lowered him. Dazai caught his body. 


The minute he touched his body, Dazai’s ability nullification activated. The 
self-contradictory singularity energy that sustained him retracted in on itself as the 
singularity’s power outlet decreased. He eventually returned to normal and his gate 
closed. The red marks plaguing Chuuya’s body pulled away. 


The field of gravity disappeared and the stillness of night was restored. 
“Good work, Chuuya.” Dazai looked down at the fainted Chuuya and laughed a little. 


“You're lucky I forgot to bring my fountain pen or else you’d have doodles all over your 
face.” 
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Epilogue 


And just like that, the case came to a close. 


There were many deaths this time around, but people’s memories faded over time. It 
was the same as when a typhoon or power outage happened: there was a lot of 
damage, but no one knew the real reason for why it happened. 


Of course, the predictions European officials made helped out, too. 


Reports in the newspaper credited the absolute destruction in the suburbs of 
Yokohama as a large-scale conflict between the illegal organization Port Mafia and 
enemy organizations of theirs. The surrounding area was disfigured due to firearms, 
grenades, and a frightening amount of bombs flying about. Nothing more, nothing less. 


But of course, with the amount of destruction that happened, it was a given that the 
specialists in crime related to ability users started to move—the military police’s gifted 
crime countermeasure unit, a natural enemy to an illegal organization like the Port 
Mafia. 


However, within half a month, the military police’s investigation suddenly stopped, like 
a vanishing breath. Everyone involved turned their heads at that since this case was 
thought to thoroughly clean up the Port Mafia. The Port Mafia was powerful, but they 
weren't powerful enough to silence the military police—the country’s strongest crime 
investigative agency. So then, what kind of magic did the Port Mafia use? 


They didn’t use any magic. There was no need to. 


British and French public safety agencies interfered with the Ministry of Justice’s legal 
decisions through the Ministry of Foreign Affairs and just like that, it was swept under 
the rug with a broom and dustpan. Two of the strongest secret weapons in the world 
had fought and destroyed each other, after all. The Japanese government didn’t want to 
see a Single piece of this case. As a result of the major superpowers in Europe 
extinguishing this fire, only a small number of mafioso were charged with fines and 
suspended misdemeanor sentences before it was all over. 


And so, the Assassin King case that devastated the Port Mafia drew to a close. 
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Two months after the incident, former member of the Sheep, Shirase Buichirou, was 
impatiently looking at his watch at the harbor. 


He was at the Yokohama Ferry Port. Tourists were walking back and forth across the 
pier with luggage in their hands. Shirase stood in front of the entryway for a ferry, 
glaring at his Swiss made watch before turning to look at the other side of the port 
again. 


Shirase was waiting for someone. A big motorcycle soon came into sight from the 
other side of the harbor. The crimson red bike that drove past cars who were passing 
in the passing lane came closer while avoiding the sidewalk goers, then came to a stop 
at the edge of the pier. The driver got off the bike and walked towards him. 


“Yo. Hope you weren’t waiting too long.” 
It was Chuuya. 


“You're late, Chuuya!” Shirase shouted. “Don’t you realize your lifesaver is getting 
ready to set sail? Just where were you and what were you doing?!” 


“Hold on.” 


Chuuya grabbed a hat from the luggage rack on his bike and held it between his 
fingertips, walking as he turned the hat around by the brim. 


“What, you take a liking to the hat? It’s his, isn’t it?” 
“Yeah.” 


Chuuya continued turning the hat for a little while before placing it on top of his head. 
“I’m a little peeved it’s a hand-me-down from my brother, but it’s got its uses. When 
do you leave?” 


“In 5 minutes.” Shirase looked at his watch again. “Chuuya, you reek of incense. You 
went to visit the grave again, didn’t you, and that’s why youre late? ...Geez, can’t let go 
of the past, can you? You take on the burdens of others too often, Chuuya. Aren’t you 
tired?” 


“More like you don’t carry enough burdens on your shoulders, Shirase.” Chuuya came 
to a stop right next to him. “It’s not that I can’t let go of the past. I just went to say 
thanks for the bike.” 
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Chuuya used his chin to nod at his bike. The bike, so perfectly shaped as per 
aerodynamics, was cold and silent. 


“Hmm. Well, whatever.” 
Shirase gave a noncommittal reply and thrust his hands in his pockets. 


There was a brief silence as Chuuya looked up at the ferry. The boat was big, white, 
and sturdy despite it’s old age. 


“So, you and London, huh?” Chuuya said as he stared at the glittering boat. 

“You jealous? It’s only fitting for a future king to take over a huge area!” Shirase let out 
a boastful laugh. “This time around I realized something—Both the dead detective and 
the Assassin King were insane! There’s so much to see in the world! With the money I 
got from the jewels I stole from the laboratory, I'll be able to make a name for myself in 
London! I’ll be back when I’m the king of an organization much bigger than the Port 
Mafia. When that happens, you’re more than welcome to hire my services, Chuuya.” 


Chuuya sighed in exasperation before shaking his head. “I'll be waiting.” 


Just then, the steam whistle signaling the time for departure blew. The broadcast of a 
woman’s voice urging people to board could also be heard. 


“It’s time.” 
Shirase grabbed his bags and walked onto the boarding ramp. 
While Shirase was walking, Chuuya raised his voice. 


“Be careful out there, Shirase! If you die in London, I’m not gonna be there to save your 
ass!” 


“Hahaha! The same goes to you, Chuuya! If you die in Yokohama, I’m already not gonna 
be here to save your ass!” 


“Yeah, yeah.” Chuuya smiled helplessly. 


“Wait. I take that back. I’ve saved your life twice already, once underneath the bridge 
nine years ago and once in that research facility. You didn’t forget, did you?” 


“Didn’t you try to kill me by stabbing me?” 
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“So it cancels out one of the times I saved your life, leaving me with plus one point.” 
Chuuya and Shirase laughed. 

Shirase stepped forward on the ramp before turning towards Chuuya and holding up 
his fist. Chuuya met him halfway and they lightly bumped their fists together. They 
lifted their fists up and down once before doing the same thing the opposite way. To 
finish it off, they hit their elbows together, tapping their fists on each others’ chests. 
It was once a gesture of greetings used by members within the Sheep. 

“See ya later.” 

Chuuya and Shirase turned their backs on one another and walked away. 

Not once did either of them turn back. 
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Right when Chuuya got back to the pier and was about to ride his motorcycle, a black 
car slowly approached him. The back-seat window slowly rolled down and the figure 
inside called out, “Chuuya.” 


It was Dazai. 


He was in a getup he seldom wore. He had a black suit on with a tie fastened around 
his neck. The outfit was formal, like he was going to receive guests of honor. 


“We’ve got work in five minutes.” 
>> >> >» ©) “HK «HK «HK 
Dazai and Chuuya stood underneath the ramp of a luxury liner. 


The luxury liner was a ridiculously high-end cruise ship. The ferry Shirase boarded 
earlier couldn’t begin to compare to the size of that thing. There wasn’t a single mark 
on the painted white walls, the guest rooms on the fifth story were lined with 
decorations reminiscent of a five-star hotel, and the skilled tour guides accompanied 
guests no matter where they went. The sailing power of this ship was twice that of the 
passenger ship, but despite that, the shaking inside the cruise was less than a tenth of 
that of the ship. 


The cruise’s name was the Bosverian. 
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It was a ship for strict government use where only prominent government officials 
were allowed to board. 


The cruise’s ramp came down and delegates got off of it in front of the two boys. First 
up was a guardsman in a black suit, who looked around warily in every direction. 
Everybody there had the bulky outline of a pistol resting on their waists. 


Next to appear were bearded men who looked like government officials. The men had 
seasoned, capable, and unreadable grayish-brown eyes with the highest quality of 
clothes. A man holding a pearl-patterned gold cane pushed away crew members who 
tried to help him in the chaos with the end of his cane. It was a careless movement, like 
he was driving away a stray dog on the road. 


“British fiends turned noble have appeared.” Dazai muttered in a voice that only 
Chuuya could hear. 


They were all high-ranking British officials who had come for the post-incident 
investigation. “The Assassin King” case was compiled of one state secret after another. 
A team of investigators were dispatched to Japan to take a look at this important 
case—a case that was much more than a simple criminal incident—and report it to the 
government. 


And the Port Mafia, as a party related to this case, came forward to welcome the 
investigation team as honored guests and cooperate with them. The illegal 
organization Port Mafia, meeting with the British government’s investigation team. 


It was a strange situation, but there was rationality hidden beneath the boss’s 
calculations. 


First and foremost, it wasn’t the Japanese Ministry of Foreign Affairs nor the military 
police that had the full picture of what happened—it was the Port Mafia. From the very 
beginning the European government had kept this case completely under wraps from 
the Japanese government. And from the Port Mafia’s perspective, there was a reason to 
keep an eye on the British government, who were a major superpower. 


And that reason was—there were suspicions that, in order to cover up the Assassin 
King case caused by a state secret, the government would eliminate all those who were 
involved. 


Of course, the Port Mafia had no intention of revealing the truth or secrets of this case, 
but they had no way of knowing if the British government believed the words of a 
criminal organization. So they dispatched Dazai to welcome the guests of honor. If they 
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showed intentions of disposing of those involved, Dazai was to negotiate and stop 
them. If negotiations failed, the mafia was to get rid of the investigation team before 
they could get rid of the mafia. Which was why Chuuya followed along. 


Depending on the other party’s attitude, this could turn into a cross-national dispute 
involving the entirety of the Port Mafia. 


“Now, to begin the fun game of who can cheat the other out first.” Dazai said happily as 
he approached the investigators. 


The guardsman reacted to the figure approaching him and immediately placed his 
hand on the pistol on his waist. 


“It must’ve been hard, coming all the way here from the Great British Empire.” Dazai 
bowed and spoke in a smooth, polite voice that was completely different from earlier. 
“Based on your appearance, I assume you all are the investigation team? I know this is 
sudden, but which one of you is your representative?” 


“Representative?” The guardsman Dazai spoke to shook his head like he was 
perplexed. 


“I thought the representative was Professor Wollstonecraft since this is the technical 
advisory part of the investigation team, but...” 


Professor Wollstonecraft? 
Chuuya shook his head. He’s heard that name somewhere before. 


“Ah!” Dazai said as if he had just remembered. “This is a name you’ve heard before. 
They’re the gifted engineer who made the investigator Adam Frankenstein, right? 
Hm... Are you Professor Wollstonecraft?” 


Dazai looked past the guardsman at the most dignified, oldest man on the investigation 
team. He had a scragely white beard and a receding hairline with two orders pinned to 
his chest showcasing the achievements he’s made in the military science division. The 
old man noticed Dazai called to him and let out a cheerful hohoho. 


“No, I’m not Professor Wollstonecraft, I’m just the chaperone. The professor is about to 
get off the ship now.” 


Dazai and Chuuya followed the old man’s gaze up the ramp. Standing at the top was an 
oversized travel case with... 
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“Hi~, hello, Dr. Wollstonecraft here! ...Oh, so this is the country we were heading to? 
It’s a lot bigger than what’s on the map.” 


The tiny body that appeared from behind the suitcase was, no matter how you looked 
at it... 


“How old are you?” 
..a little girl. 


She had blonde hair and a lab coat. Despite her having such a large suitcase, her 
stature was small enough to be hidden behind it. She wore round glasses that covered 
about half of her face and on her chest swung over twenty orders she had received for 
her achievements in science. 


“Come on now...” Chuuya made a face. 
“Looks like things have gotten interesting.” Dazai happily laughed. 


The girl struggled to get down the ramp while holding her suitcase—or rather, the 
suitcase pulled her along with it. 


“Huff, ’'m, huff, Professor Mary Wollstonecraft, hu/f, Godwin Shelley.” Each time the 
little girl took a step, she clung to her heavy suitcase and spoke. “Some people say I’ma 
girl with a genius brain, Au/f, but those who say that can’t see reality for what it is, hu/f- 
My achievements are because of my ability, which can make any design possible. Huff, 
the rest is because I’m a genius.” 


“Hey, does she need any help carrying that suitcase?” Chuuya, unable to stand it any 
longer, asked the elderly man right next to him. 


“Hohoho, the professor is the type of person who won't let anybody touch her bag.” The 
elderly man laughed merrily. “Even if Her Majesty can’t pick it up, she'll throw a fit if 
you try to. Just like a child ten years younger than herself.” 


“If we go back that far, wouldn’t she be back in her mother’s womb...?” Chuuya said 
with a fed up look on his face. 


“Not to mention, despite how it looks, she was really looking forward to this trip. Her 
bag is stuffed with her favorite essential travel items. No one can pick it up.” 
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“Gramps! You keep making me out to be some little girl. I might be short, but I’m 
practically an adult... And, done.” Professor Shelley finally made it down the ramp, 
wiped off the sweat, and used her hand to tidy up her clothes. “Phew... My utmost 
greetings, people of Japan. Now... You’re Chuuya-kun, correct? The one Adam was 
taking care of.” 


Upon hearing Adam’s name, Chuuya made a face like he had swallowed something 
bitter. Then he said, “I wonder... we were the ones who helped him.” 


The girl repositioned her enormous glasses in the center of her face and stared at 
Chuuya. 


“He died saving me... Professor, Adam was your greatest creation, right? I’m sorry for 
breaking him.” 


“Hmm.” 


Professor Shelley went around his right side and surveyed him, then did the same from 
the left, before coming face-to-face with him with staring eyes. It was as if she saw 
him as a deeply fascinating object of research. 


“It’s exactly as you said, Adam was my greatest creation.” The girl said, crossing her 
arms. “I wanted to keep researching version upgrades at the institute instead of 
dispatching him for an investigation on a good-for-nothing island country.” 


Chuuya listened silently. His expression showed that what he saw in front of him 
wasn’t the present, but a scene of the past. 


Professor Shelley continued to clear her childish voice. “What’s particularly neat about 
Adam is that he’s got the intelligence for self-thinking and judgement built in him. 
Meaning, Adam chose to be a sacrifice per his own thinking and his own judgement.” 
Professor Shelley smiled. “Perhaps you were worth it. I believe in Adam. I appreciate 
your apology, but you really don’t have to worry.” 


Chuuya opened his mouth to say something, but the words wouldn’t come out. He just 
stood there with surprise written over his face, like a child who had forgotten the way 
back home. 


Dazai looked at Chuuya’s face and let out a small, helpless laugh. 
“Just so you know, I wasn’t happy about using Adam for a useless investigation from 


the start.” Professor Shelley crossed her arms sullenly. “But that’s the government for 
you; dispatching machine investigators and throwing away every piece of confidential 
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information once they’ve served their purpose. I mean come on, A solo mission in a 
foreign society with mutual exchanges is the best kind of experiment data!! Is it really 
ok to ignore science for the sake of human life?!” 


While both Dazai’s and Chuuya’s eyes reflected moral confusion, Professor Shelley 
ordered her subordinates to bring “that" out. She held a black tube that was about the 


size of an arm. 


“And so, because I’m such a twisted person, I built in a detachable processor that has 
non-volatile memory. It’s a secret from the government.” 


She then took out what was inside the black tube. 
“Here.” 
Inside the tube that was about the size of an arm... was an actual arm. 


It was Adam’s right arm that had pierced into the ground when Chuuya had escaped 
from inside Guivre. 


“That's...” Chuuya seemed to have a question mark written over his face. “After the 
incident we searched all over for that arm but couldn’t find it. Why do you have it?” 


“Rather, isn’t it only natural that I do?” 

Professor Shelley pointed towards her oversized suitcase. The automatic lock was 
released once some vitals were confirmed. A figure came out from inside the suitcase and 
took the arm. While placing the arm back on, the figure said, 

“Would you like to hear an android joke, Chuuya-sama?” 

Chuuya stood in complete shock, so surprised that his mouth stayed open. He 
eventually took a slow breath, long and deep. Then, his expression seemed to burst as 


he laughed. 


“Hahaha!” 
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Three days after Professor Shelley’s technical advisory team arrived, the European 
inquiry team—the main force—arrived. They then conducted a careful investigation on 
this matter. 


309 


They particularly focused on the battle site in the woods. It was where the battle with 
the rampant Guivre, a weapon of singularity that wasn’t taken into account in the 
operation, happened. To make matters worse, this was the first time in history two 
weapons of singularity clashed and destroyed each other. They conducted a thorough 
investigation and obtained valuable documents from it, including recorded interviews 
and statements. 


The Port Mafia cooperated from start to finish by arranging accommodations and 
offering chauffeurs necessary for travel. If the team needed any equipment for the 
investigation, they provided it. In the statement, all subordinates were given a strict 
order to cooperate. 


The investigation team also tried to reach out to the underground research facility 
where N worked, but of course, it was refused by the Japanese government. It was, 
after all, a place where secrets regarding ability research were scattered all over the 
place. Politics were brought into the investigation and, as a result of secret talks with 
higher ups from the embassy, they agreed to have the Japanese side simply present a 
written report on the details of the case. 


After a month of large-scale investigating, both investigation teams came to a 
conclusion. 


Verlaine was dead. The singularity lifeform had destroyed everything in its path until 
it’s internal energy had run dry, and afterwards, it was annihilated. There wasn’t a 
single claw tip left behind. 


The fact that the weapon of singularity did not work for the singularity lifeform also 
came as a shock to the investigation team. They concluded that these documents 
would further European weapons research. They were pleased with the unexpected 
results, thanked the Port Mafia for their complete cooperation, then left. 


After seeing the investigation team off at the port, the boss, Mori Ougai, let out a deep 
sigh. 


“Geez, now I’m tired.” Mori massaged his shoulders while watching the government 
ferry get smaller and smaller. “I thought I was used to dealing with bureaucrats from 
when I was in the military, but now... All I want to do is drink some hot green tea.” 


“Dear me, you were in the military, boss-dono?” 


A woman with fiery hair and traditional Japanese clothing stood next to Mori. It was 
Kouyou. 
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“Have I not mentioned it before?” Mori smiled lightly and looked at Kouyou. “So? 
How’s the shelter?” 


“No one came in and no one got out.” Kouyou narrowed her eyes as she said that. “I 
didn’t notice any higher-ups of the glory-ridden research team.” 


As she said that, Kouyou wore a cool smile on her face. It was the smile of a 
cold-blooded animal, much cooler than the blade affixed to her hip. 


“They didn't find out that Verlaine is alive inside of it.” 
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We turn back time to when Guivre manifested in the forest, Adam self-destructed, and 
Chuuya opened his gate to destroy it. 


Four minutes and thirty seconds later. 


The scene takes place at the collapsed highway overpass. Steel frames and cylindrical 
formworks were scattered over crushed foundational materials like lumber, concrete, 
and wires like piled up corpses. 


And to add onto that, Verlaine was in the process of disappearing. 


He couldn’t bend his fingers, his breathing was shallow, and his vision grew dark 
enough so that he couldn’t even see the stars. Verlaine, nothing more than a seal of 
algebraic equations, had lost all of his life-sustaining energy while he was in his true 
form as a singularity, which caused his heart to stop. 


Both Verlaine’s thoughts and his breathing were shallow and slow. His heart was free 
from troubles and he had nothing he wished for as he was swallowed by the jaws of 
death. 


So this is death, Verlaine thought as he faded in and out of consciousness. Jt isn’t as 
grand as I thought it'd be. There’s no moaning in pain, there’s no screaming your regrets, 
there’s no breaking down with fear. It’s peaceful in this eternal emptiness. Not to mention, 
it’s much too late for me to regret something. From the very beginning, I was a lifeform that 
should not have been born. I didn’t live in a way that called for regrets. 


I’ve only caused trouble for a lot of people. The French government, my targets of 
assassination, the Port Mafia, my little brother... And despite all that, I still didn’t get 
anything. It’s a little sad that that’s only a stain in the traces of life. 
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His fingertips went cold until he could feel the cold no more. His pulse weakened, and 
after he suffered one mild convulsion... 


His heart... 

Stopped. 

—Ten seconds passed, and Verlaine realized he was still breathing. 

He saw something red at the edge of his vision and turned his eyes towards that. A 
crimson cube had pierced through his chest and surrounded his heart. That’s what 


was making his heart beat. 


What the hell is this? Verlaine was confused. Not because he didn’t know what the cube 
was, but precisely because he recognized it. What was this doing here? 


“This is the first time I’ve seen you in such a terrible state.” 


He heard a nostalgic voice. Verlaine doubted what he heard, and when /e came into 
sight he doubted his eyes as well. 


“No way.” Verlaine said in a whisper. “You can’t be here. There’s no way you can just 
appear out of nowhere.” 


“That’s true.” That person nodded. “However, I’m a spy that can show up at impossible 
places at impossible times, aren’t I?” 


It was Arthur Rimbaud. 


He wore a wrinkled winter jacket and a thick scarf around his neck. Earmuffs rested 
atop his ears, and he had long black hair with gloomy eyes. 


It was the partner who saved Verlaine from the laboratory, and the person whom he 
had betrayed. 


The subspace created by the crimson cube was proof that Rimbaud’s ability was 
activated. On the inside, several different materials could be manipulated at his will. 


“Paul, just what has the world of secret intelligence taught you?” Rimbaud said in 
shock. “Didn’t I tell you that if you tossed your emotions off to the side, you would 
accomplish your mission? What is your mission, and what are your emotions? Spill out 
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your hatred for humans, or take your little brother? It wasn’t clear what the mission 
was and you rushed in. Now look at what happened. If you hadn’t told him how to stop 
Guivre, you could have slaughtered the humans you hate so much.” 


“Ah, I see... You’re a hallucination of Rimbaud.” Verlaine said with self-deprecation 
laced in his voice. “A hallucination I see on the verge of death where a Shinigami shows 
me my sin”s. Otherwise Rimbaud, someone who died a year ago, wouldn’t appear 
before me.” 


“I’m neither a hallucination nor a Shinigami. I’m a ghost.” Rimbaud shook his head. 
“I’ve been waiting for you in this country.” 


Verlaine silently stared at him, as if he were trying to ascertain whether his true self 
was really there. 


“No, there’s no way youre a ghost.” Verlaine shook his head. “Not because it’s 
unscientific, but because if you were really a ghost and not a hallucination, you 
wouldn’t be trying to save me like this. You definitely would have tried to curse me to 
death.” 


“Why? ” 


“Because I betrayed you and tried to kill you.” Verlaine said in a cold voice that echoed 
through the night. 


Rimbaud didn’t answer him. He only stared back at the fallen Verlaine calmly. 


“What’s with that look in your eye? Get angry, get bitter, punch and kick me and try to 
strangle me, Rimbaud!” Verlaine shouted as he stayed lying down. “I shot you in the 
back! Because of me an explosion happened and you lost all your memories! And as a 
result, you died in this foreign country without ever knowing who you were! If you’re 
really a ghost, then one of the reasons it happened was because of your deep-rooted 
erudge against me! Isn’t that right, Rimbaud?!” 


“It’s the opposite.” Rimbaud shook his head. “I waited for you... because I wanted to 
apologize.” 


“Apologize? What for?” Verlaine furrowed his eyebrows, confusion evident on his face. 


“I wanted to help you, and I thought I was doing that.” Rimbaud leaned over and held 
his hand over Verlaine’s chest. “But all I gave you was allotted sympathy from a man 


'® The word used here is Zaiaku-kan (3E2%) which literally means feelings of guilt. Adding ‘feelings of guilt’ didn’t 
really flow well, but | feel it’s also important to note Verlaine here subconsciously feels guilty. 
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who thought he understood... It’s not enough for me to just apologize. I’ve been 
thinking for a very long time how I could make it up to you. And right on the verge of 
death, the answer came to me. That’s what this is.” 


Underneath Rimbaud’s palm, the cubical subspace grew bigger. At the beginning the 
cube was only big enough to cover Verlaine’s heart, but it continued growing until it 
was big enough to swallow Verlaine’s body, then big enough to swallow Verlaine and 
Rimbaud. This was Rimbaud’s subspace ability. There, Rimbaud could make anything 
possible with the exception of bringing back the dead. 


That exception, however, seemed to happen. 


Verlaine realized he could lightly move his fingers and bend them. It wasn’t an illusion. 
He moved his eyes. His cloudy gaze became clear again. 


“This is...” 

Verlaine moved his arm and twisted his body, then sat up. He looked at his palm, 
looked at the back of his hand, gripped his hand tight and opened it back up again. 
Blood rushed to his fingers, warming them up and bringing feeling back into them. 
Verlaine looked beside him at Rimbaud to try and ask what was going on. 

Rimbaud wasn’t there. 

He had fallen. 


Right next to Verlaine. 


“What is this?” Verlaine asked in astonishment. “Ah, you...used your ability on 
yourself?” 


“It’s a method I can only use once in my life.” Rimbaud said with a weak smile. “But it 
worked out well.” 


The power to make humans his ability. 

That was Arthur Rimbaud’s skill. 

He could transform dead humans into an ability lifeform that he could use freely 
within the crimson subspace. Those who had become his ability keep their physical 


prowess and memories, and could even use their own abilities. It was heresy among 
heresies, a power that was suitable for the best gifted spy in Europe. 
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And Rimbaud had used it on himself. 


“You don’t have to worry. I’m already dead.” Rimbaud said weakly. “The only thing here 
is information. But despite that, I feel light. I can leave this with you.” 


Rimbaud’s body began to glow red. Verlaine recognized the way his body lit up. 
It was ared shift. 


“Wait.” Verlaine, recognizing what was going on, reached out towards the fallen 
Rimbaud. “Wait Rimbaud, don’t disappear.” 


“You didn’t like the birthday present I got for you.” Rimbaud laughed apologetically. 
“So take this as an alternative birthday gift—Happy birthday. I’m so glad you were 
born.” 


The cubical subspace suddenly shrank and was sucked into Verlaine’s heart. 
All that was left behind was the debris, Verlaine, and the cool night wind. 


With a dumbfounded face, Verlaine took two, three steps, looked at his surroundings, 
and collapsed back down on the debris. 


“Ha...Hahaha...” Verlaine hung his head and let a dry laugh slip out. “Hey Rimbaud, you 
waited a whole year just to do this? Just for this...” 


Verlaine understood what he did. To save himself, Rimbaud turned into a paradoxical 
singularity. And Rimbaud, now a part of his own ability, used that ability on himself 
again which resulted in a singularity lifeform. Then, he used his ability on the 
singularity. This endless repetition created a paradoxical singularity. And that 
singularity was given to Verlaine instead of the demonic beast Guivre. 
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Verlaine tried to stand up, but his arms lost their strength and he knelt back down on 
the debris. 


His strength was weak. Unlike with the energy of a normal paradoxical singularity, the 
singularity created by Rimbaud cannot have an infinite output. He could no longer use 
his gravitational ability inexhaustibly like he did before. 
But Verlaine didn’t think it was particularly regrettable. 


Things more regrettable have been lost today. 


“Why, Rimbaud?” Verlaine looked up to the heavens. “Why were you smiling until the 
very end? I betrayed you. And because of that, you died.” 


He knew the answer. He just didn’t want to understand. 

Rimbaud, the man who saved him from Faunus and gave him the freedom to live. 
Rimbaud, the man who trained him to be a spy and made it through dangerous 
missions with him. 

Rimbaud, the man who bashfully gave him a hat for a birthday present. 

“Why did you smile?” Verlaine said in a trembling voice. “If you become your ability, 
then you’re no longer a human being.You’re just outward information with memories 
and a personality. You must have known that much. So... why did you wait for me? Why 
for me, who you didn’t even know would come...” 

Verlaine finally realized. 

At that time, why did he tell Chuuya how to defeat Guivre? 

He hated humans. He thought it’d be a good thing if everyone had just died. And yet, he 
had given Chuuya a clue on how to destroy Guivre because he didn’t think everyone 
should die equally. 

There was just one person who was an exception. 

A person who was enough to ratify humanity. 

“I’m sorry, Rimbaud.” Verlaine whispered from the back of his clenched teeth. “I’m 
sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I’m sorry I didn’t 


thank you for my birthday gift. Now that you’re not here anymore... I’m starting to feel 
sad.” 
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With his face towards the sky, his eyes closed, and his voice trembling when he talked, 
Verlaine went silent. 


He stayed there for a long, long while, simply staring at the night sky. 
st ote da Ona a 

Yokohama. 

The Port Mafia. 


The night comes as many times as the day does. And when that night comes, there are 
just as many eyes of the Port Mafia illuminating Yokohama as there are stars in the sky. 


The wounds inflicted during the Assassin King case weren’t shallow. Weapons, men, 
and several offensive ability users were lost. They also caught the attention of the 
authorities. Which was why, for the time being, they had to make themselves small and 
rigid, conceal their activities, and save their strength. 


But it was worth it. A little while later, the Dragon Head’s conflict broke out. It was the 
worst 88 days in the history of Yokohama’s underground society, a bloodbath that 
involved every single organization. The Port Mafia, limiting their activities only to 
reliable ones, managed to escape the initial stages of the Dragon Head’s conflict 
relatively unscathed. At the end of the conflict, they quickly gained power and 
influence amidst the chaos of the underworld, like a young tree that grows rapidly in 
the bare sunlight after a forest fire. 


And after the Dragon Head’s conflict, the mafia changed and grew again. There was the 
rise of “Double Black”, Dazai’s promotion to an executive, the Laughing Lemon case, 
the Mimic incident, Dazai leaving the mafia because of it, and various other cases. 
Then six years later, their clash with the gifted organization, the Armed Detective 
Agency. 


Time affects everyone equally. 


Verlaine didn’t die. His body was given life by Rimbaud, and he was incarcerated in a 
Port Mafia shelter. By his own choice. There was no longer a place for Verlaine in the 
outside world. He had lost more than half of his gravitational powers and the only 
place he could escape Europe’s long, wide reach was that underground shelter. 


Plus, he wasn’t interested in the outside world. There were no people he wanted to kill, 
no people he wanted to meet. Except for Rimbaud. 
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And Rimbaud wasn’t there anymore. 


At first he spent the time with his only friends, books and poetry. Then, when he grew 
bored of that, he did the same thing Rimbaud did. He trained the next generation. 


He drove his knowledge and skill into the brains of the mafia’s elites in the 
underground training grounds, including Gin, Izumi Kyouka, and many others. All of 
the mafia hitmen that received his training became top-notch assassins in a short 
amount of time. 


Verlaine didn’t reveal his intentions to anyone. No one, not even his disciples or the 
boss, really knew why he wished to continue living his uncomfortable, holed up life. 


When he wasn’t training his disciples, he simply sat down in his wisteria chair, waiting 
for something. What it was he was waiting for, no one could say. Whenever he was 
asked, he would reply with, “the storm”. No one knew what he meant by that. 


Six years later, Verlaine rose to an indispensable, central figure in the mafia—one of 
the five executives. Even now he is quietly sitting in his wisteria chair, patiently waiting 
for the storm. 


re oe oe OC «Kk «HK «eK 


Shirase moved to London. After living in poverty for several years, he found an 
opportunity to create a gifted organization called the “Stray Sheep” and become its 
leader. He constantly complained about how he wanted to go back to Yokohama 
because of the fierceness of the Uk’s gifted society, but it seems that for now, fate 
won’t let him go anywhere else in Europe. 


Pianoman, Albatross, Doc, Iceman, and Lippman were all buried in a clean cemetery 
near the mountains. Even now, you could still find flower offerings. Though, they were 
just one line in a long list of victims of death and violence caused by the illegal 
organization named the Port Mafia. Eventually, they were lost with the other big names 
in history, buried beneath the dust and forgotten. 


Adam energetically set out to investigate difficult cases and has made several 
achievements. Even after six years, his dream of a machine-only detective agency 
hasn’t been realized— everyone involved had a “really bad feeling about it”—but his 
achievements held some merit, so the second humanoid autonomous high-speed 
computer, a female AI named Eve Frankenstein, was built. 
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Eve had a fierce personality, and even though Adam is kept completely wrapped 
around her thumb”, the two are still solving cases to this day. 


And as for Chuuya— 


>> +> >> (6) «HK «HK «HK 
Chuuya’s motorcycle drove through the middle of a small building. 


He was riding on a street in the San’in region to the west. The small, wooden buildings 
were side by side, and the bloody smell of the Port Mafia was like a distant streetscape. 
People lazily walked around the streets and far away on the other side of the building 
was the white steam of an onsen. 


Chuuya drove over a paved road before coming to a stop next to a black car. The 
window of the car rolled down and the person inside spoke up. 


“Good work today, Chuuya-san.” The woman in the driver’s seat said, only one of two 
people in the car. She was a female mafioso with honey colored hair. “As of right now, 
the target hasn’t moved.” 


“I see.” Chuuya looked in the direction the car was facing. Standing quietly in the town 
was a western style wooden Heike” house. 


It didn’t stand out by any means. It was big and quiet with an old sign that had Clinic 
written on it. There didn’t appear to be any patients going in or out. 


“Chuuya-san.” The other person in the car said. He had black hair, a black coat, and a 
sharp look to his eyes. “The boss assigned us to this top-secret surveillance mission. Is 
our opponent really that dangerous?” 


“You already know the answer to that, don’t you?” Chuuya said, sitting on the bike. “It’s 
top-secret.” 


The sharp-eyed man closed his eyes and gave a single bow. “My question was out of 
line.” 


‘6 Just a fun fact: the Japanese phrase literally translates as, “Adam is stuck laying down under her ass” 

7 Heike was a prominent clan during the Heian era. The house style that they're referring to is based off of their 
house, which is a wide one story traditional Japanese house. Here is a link for you to get a better picture of what it 
looks like! 


https://discovertokushima.net/en/culture/museums _history/heikeclan-traditionalhouse/ 
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“I'll take over from here. You’re good to head back.” Chuuya said. “Thanks for your 
hard work while I was away.” 


“It was my pleasure.” The man in the black coat lowered his head expressionlessly. 
“Let’s go, Higuchi.” 


“Y-Yes sir!” 


The woman who received the order nervously started the car, turned it around, and 
disappeared down the road. Chuuya continued to silently monitor their target of 
surveillance—the house. 


After the “Assassin King Incident”, Chuuya’s reputation exploded within the 
organization. He took down the demonic beast Guivre, something that could destroy 
the mafia in one go, all by himself. There wasn’t a single person who didn’t know his 
name and he had a large number of subordinates. 


But, Chuuya didn’t talk about his past or his true self to any of his subordinates or his 
amiable coworkers. 


What Dazai said was right. There hasn’t been a way to determine whether Chuuya was 
a human or not from the moment the instructional log was engraved inside of him. 
Artificially gifted lifeforms are made by transferring the original’s cells into the 
singularity lifeform—in Chuuya’s case, Arahabaki. That’s why you can’t tell the 
difference upon medical examination, because physically they’re the same as a human. 
Even if the top doctors and biotechnologists in Japan examined Chuuya, they wouldn’t 
be able to tell if he was only an artificial lifeform with a human personality or not. 


But Chuuya wasn’t particularly bothered by it. 

He was the one who made the decision to reset his instructional formula. If he were to 
go back in time to that moment, he would surely make the same decision. Chuuya 
thought so, anyway. This body was his. His mind and his flesh were inseparable. His 
hair, his nails, even the tiny wounds on his body. 


Chuuya took off his leather biking gloves and stared at his hand. 


This is my hand. the fingerprints, the thin, blue blood vessels, the faint carvings of wrinkles 
in my palm. Even the small scar at the base of my wrist. 


The scar was a darkened stab mark. He’s fought his way through several battles, so he 
has scars similar to that all around his body. 
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Chuuya stared harder at the scar. He couldn’t remember when he got it. Because 
Chuuya had his gravity and generally stopped attacks before they hit, getting little 
scars like that were rare. Most of the scars on his body were from powerful abilities 
and surprise attacks that had intent to kill. For example, the scar on his back from 
when Shirase stabbed him. 


He felt scars like that were an emblem that showed his true identity. 
Chuuya suddenly had a feeling and looked up. 
There was movement from the targeted house. A person came out from inside. 


The person could be seen underneath a garden tree. He was a middle aged man that 
wore glasses, had a hunchback, and wore a white lab coat. No matter how you looked at 
it, he was a general practitioner. 


After him, a woman in traditional clothing followed suit. She was about the same age as 
the practitioner and stood next to him underneath the tree in front of the house before 
they both sat side by side on a wooden bench. 


They’re targets the mafia has been following for many years. It took several months for 
them to hone in on their place of residence without the other party realizing. 


Before Chuuya went there, the boss personally gave him an explanation about the 
targets. 


The targets were a general practitioner who had lived in the region for several years 
and his wife. However, the doctor wasn’t just the kind practitioner that he presented 
himself to be. He was a former soldier, and currently held a position with the town 
council. In other words, he wasn’t a careless person. The wife was of samurai descent, 
and she has mastered all the manners and etiquette of the upper class. 


They didn’t have any children. Once they had one, but then he died. 
That’s what had been recorded. Since it was dragged into the war. 


As an unruly boy, he had defeated another boy four years older than him during a 
quarrel with an alumnus of his elementary school. The reason for the brawl was 
because the younger boy’s parents were insulted. The young boy held his own towards 
the older boy despite him having a pencil for a weapon. Even when the pencil was 
thrust at him, the young boy threw his punches without flinching. 
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When Mori told that story, he continued. The lead in a pencil, or carbon, has a low 
reactivity and is difficult to change even when pierced into a living body. Which is why 
when pencil lead is stabbed and breaks inside the human body, the carbon is 
unchanging and remains in the body for an extended period of time. 


The area where the boy was stabbed was the base of his right wrist. 
The blackened scar Chuuya had was on the base of his right wrist, the exact same area. 


Chuuya looked at the married couple. The husband took out a persimmon that was 
wrapped in a furoshiki. He gave half of it to the wife and the two began eating it 
together like old friends. The wife took out a water bottle and poured the tea that was 
inside into a teacup while the husband turned and said something to her. The husband 
laughed. Chuuya couldn’t hear what they were saying. 


Chuuya remembered the boss’s explanation. The body of an artificially gifted lifeform 
is created from the original’s cells, and therefore, it is impossible to distinguish 
between the two surgically. 


But of course, the path the two lifeforms walked varied, and that’s why the empirical 
differences carved on their bodies were inevitably formed. For example, scars. The 
original would have marks from their early childhood before the singularization of an 
ability. And since the artificially created life form was created afterwards, it would have 
no scars from childhood. 


Chuuya stuffed his hands into his pockets and leaned against the back of his bike, 
looking at the couple without really looking at them. From the other side of the distant 
road, with flocks of cars going back and forth between them. 


He wondered how many minutes he did that for. 


Eventually, the two finished eating the persimmon and went back into the clinic, and 
Chuuya turned his back on them as if it were a signal. He got on top of his bike and 
made a phone call. 


“Boss, I’m done confirming it. I’ll head back now.” Chuuya said to the speaker that was 
pressed against his ear. 


“Are you really fine with not meeting them?” He could hear Mori’s disappointment 
through the phone. “We went through a lot of trouble to find them to celebrate your 
promotion to executive.” 


323 


“My family is the Port Mafia.” Chuuya said, his expression unchanging. Then, he 
started the bike’s engine. 


A dry wind brushed past Chuuya’s cheeks and blew into the distant sky. Chuuya turned 
to watch the wind, then brought his eyes to look at the sky. He stared at it hard, looking 
at something. Something that happened beneath this sky, and the things that will 
happen. 


Chuuya scanned that something in the sky and his eyes flooded with realization. He 
brought his attention back to the phone and said, “Boss... I appreciate it.” 


He could tell from the other side of the phone that Mori was smiling. 


Chuuya hung up the phone, put the helmet over his head, and sped up the bike, driving 
to the end of the street. 


He only looked forward, never turning back. 


The bike drove towards the clear sky, growing smaller until finally, it disappeared. 


< End > 
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Afterword 


Long time no see. It’s Asagiri Kafka. 
Has everyone been well? 
How was the 7th novel, “Bungou Stray Dogs STORMBRINGER?” from Beans Bunko? 


Compared to the previous 6 novels, this one is much longer, more difficult, and has a 
much larger setting, so it was a pain to write it. 


If you have the other novels in the series so far, I urge you to look at them side by side 
on a bookshelf with this one. It’s massive. I’m amazed by the width of it. The longest 
one up until now was “55 Minutes”, and the afterword on that one started on page 308”. 
Asagiri, what’s wrong with you? 


Not to mention, this novel was written as a sequel to, “Dazai, Chuuya, Fifteen Years 
Old” that came out around a year and a half ago. That one was the first half, this one 
was the second half. The mystery of certain elements, like Arahabaki and Verlaine, that 
were introduced in Fifteen were made clear in this book. Because of that, I don’t think 
there’s anyone out there who rushed into this without reading the first part, hopefully 
not anyways. If there were, I’m sorry for that. If you’re mad and thinking, “This was 
really hard to understand, you must be wrong, the title should have been Dazai, 
Chuuya, Sixteen Years Old out of a humanesque kindness”, then yes, you’re absolutely 
right. I have no excuses (a good thing about the afterword is no matter how angry you 
are and demand I apologize, you'll never be able to physically touch me). 


What I want to say is that, together with the previous part, this story has become 
suuuuper long. But the reason why this novel is so long can be explained with a simple 
phrase. Do you guys remember? In the afterword of “Dazai, Chuuya, Fifteen Years Old” 
I wrote that the next part would be packed with enough information to “finish telling 
the story of Soukoku’s past!” 

Right. 

So I did that. 


It was more than I expected. 


‘8 The afterword for STORMBRINGER starts on page 470 
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Chuuya’s character is one that is never-ending. While I was feeling elated about 
expressing his deep character and having you, the readers, get to read it, I did worry 
about whether they would be able to print such a large amount during the publishing 
of this book. 


However, even after writing this book, there are still many tales to be told. What battles 
Chuuya fought from this point onwards, what made him become an executive, what 
kind of feelings Chuuya harbored after Dazai disappeared from the mafia, how he grew 
up. But for the time being, I would like to entrust Chuuya’s fate to the palace of 
imagination inside everyone’s minds. His path is still a secret, but I can say one thing 
for certain: it isn’t an easy or peaceful one by any means. 


I received a lot of help with the publication of this book. My partner, Harukawa 
35-sensei, who creates these overwhelmingly gorgeous and perfect illustrations every 
single time. My editor, Shirahama-sama, who listens to my nonsense every time for 
schedule or gallery proofreading. Everyone at printing and sales and the bookshops. 
Everyone else involved who lended us their help. Thank you very much! 


We’ll meet again in the next volume. 


Asagiri Kafka 
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Thank you all for reading and your continuous support! If you can, remember to buy 
the original book to help support Asagiri and Harukawa-sensei! 


It’s a bit late for a disclaimer, but I’m sure you all know this is just a fan translation. 
While I pride myself on giving you guys the most accurate translation I can, this is not 
by any means an official translation. 


